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PREFACE. 



On putting forth these Hymns to the world, I find 
a few words are necessary to explain the nature of 
the compilation, and the views I had in forming it. 
Some time ago, feeling the want of a collection of 
Christian Hymns, as an accompaniment to (not a 
substitute for) the Psalms of David in the Serviise 
of the Church, I looked around to those already 
published, to select one from among them, thinking 
that of course there could not possibly be any 
occasion to add another to the already too numerous 
list of Hymn-compilers. But in the first place, 
there was the difl&culty of fixing a choice amidst the 
immense multitude of rival collections, each claiming 
the preference, there being almost as many different 
hymn-books as there are churches wherein a 
reformation of Psalmody has been effected. And 
then there was the recollection that, from first to 
last, they are all of them unauthorized; neither 
are they sanctioned by proper Episcopal authority, 
nor is their introduction into our churches legalized 
by statute or order in council, so that a collection 
allowed by one diocesan might be forbidden by 
another ; and if a clergyman attempted to introduce 
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any one of them into his church, contrary to the 
prejudices of his choir, not only would the law not 
support him, hut would positively decide against 
him. Moreover, thirdly, the actual contents of 
these hymn-books are anything but satisfactory ; 
not that they do not all of them contain a certain 
number of, in themselves, very beautiful hymns, 
but even of these many are quite unfit for public 
use ; many are from sources, to which our Primitive 
Apostolic church would not choose to be indebted; 
many have been subjected to such rude alterations, 
that their original authors would hardly know them 
again ; while they are generally mixed up with a 
great deal that is objectionable in taste, doctrine, 
and expression: they speak no certain language, 
they contain no defined system of religious feeling; 
— ^in a word, they are not, for purposes of praise, 
what our Liturgy is for purposes of devotion. The 
fact is, there is not, what there surely ought to be, 
in our establishment — a standard book of Christian 
Hymns, set forth by the spiritual authorities of our 
Church, and recognised by the temporal govern- 
ment of the State ; and it certainly seems incon- 
gruous, that whereas the doctrines of our Church 
are fixed by her articles, and our devotional spirit 
regulated by our Liturgy, and possessing, as we do, 
in our homilies, an outline for our preaching, we 
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should be left entirely to our own private judgment 
and discretion to provide that whereon so much 
depends, in the way of rousing the religious feel- 
ings, and fixing the religious impressions of our 
congregations, and any mismanagement in which 
must be productive of such evil consequences. 
Moreover, not only does mischief arise from the 
want of a fixed standard of hymns, but uniformity 
also, in this part of our service, is thereby put 
entirely out of the question. 

It surely adds to the effect produced by our 
Liturgy on the hearts of those who use it, to be 
able to think that so many thousands of congrega- 
tions are simultaneously lifting up their united 
voices to God in the same form of supplication, the 
same language of penitence, the same expression of 
grateful confidence in God's mercy through Christ. 
Would not this effect be heightened — would not 
these holy feelings be improved — would not the 
communion of worshipping saints on earth be 
drawn more closely together, and more assimilated 
to the assembly of adoring saints in heaven, if they 
oould all sing in concert, as well as pray together, — 
if we could be sure that the self--same hymn of 
praise also was continually ascending up to heaven 
at the same time from those same thousand congre- 
gations, in anticipation of that glorious unison in 
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which herealfcer we hope to join in singing ^'tl 
new song ahout the throne of God?" But tl 
present state of our Psalmody rather destro 
than heightens this effect, — ^rather reminds us 
present discords, than prepares us for future unit 
rather tends to isolation, division, and weaknes 
than to unity, compactness, and strength. It m; 
he said, in answer to this, that we have the Psali 
of Dayid, translated into English yerse hy Tate ai 
Brady. But, in the first place, it would not 1 
difficult to show that their yersion has not a sing 
good point to render it worthy of the monopoly 
has so long enjoyed ; and, in the second place, ey( 
if it were as faithful, simple, and interesting, as 
is too confessedly unfaithful, yulgar, and uni 
teresting, yet of itself the Psalter alone would 
as insufficient for the purposes of Christian prais 
as the Old Testament would he for Christian i 
struction without the New. To discard the Psalt< 
as some have done, is one extreme — to use it e: 
clusiyely is the other — to alternate the Psalm ai 
the Hymn, the song of Moses and the song of tl 
Lamh, is the medium to which we would wish 
attain. So long, then, as so legitimate a want 
that of a hody of Christian Hymns is not regulai 
supplied, it is sure to supply itself, as it has in fia 
done, irregularly and inadequately. 
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It i^pears, moreorer, that these same opinions 
rery generally prerail^-all seem to agree that the 
present state of things is bad, and loudly caUs for 
some efiectnal remedy — all seem to allow that the 
hynm-books which are at present in rogue are only 
for the present exigency, as just better than 
nothing, and that of course no one ought to think, 
and yery few people mould think, of keeping on 
wiih them, if a proper hymn-book was put forth by 
proper authority, by the rulers of the Church. But 
meanwhile all seem to be aware of the difficulties 
that lie in the way, and none seem exactly to know 
how they are to be got over, or what is to be done. 
It has long struck me, indeed, that as our Liturgy 
is compiled, in a great measure, from ancient ma- 
terials, so, if there were any ancient hymns still 
extant, of the same date and character with the 
prayers, they would be most suitable for our pur- 
pose ; for they would, from their antiquity, carry 
more weight with them than any modem ones 
could do, and the precedence they claimed would 
more readily be granted to them ; ij^ then, there 
could be a foundation laid, and the general mass of 
the work constructed out of these ancient ma- 
terials, then the best of the modem ones might be 
rery adyantageously brought in to finish it off, and 
this would be in accordance with what was done in 
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the case of the Liturgy, where some of the prayers 
and collects are ancient, and some modem, but the 
additions, and insertions, and restorations, are so 
carefully contrived, that the whole is blended 
together in the most perfect harmony. I was not 
aware, however, tiU yery lately, of there being any 
such ancient hymns extant : it certainly seemed 
most likely that if there had been any genuine 
primitiye ones good for anything, they would have 
been brought into notice long since, and therefore 
I concluded that there was nothing in that way 
superior to those rhyming jingling hymns which 
are found in the Popish missals, as barbarous in 
their latinity, as defective in their doctrine. But 
my attention was a short time ago directed to 
some translations which have appeared, from time 
to time, in the " British Magazine," very beautifully 
executed, of some hymns extracted from the Pa- 
risian Breviary, with the originals annexed. Some, 
indeed, of the Sapphic and Alcaic and other 
Horatian metres, seem to be of little value, but the 
rest, of the peculiar hymn metre. Dimeter lamhics^^ 
appear ancient, simple, striking, and devotional — 
in a word, in every way likely to answer our pur- 
pose. So I got a copy of the Parisian Breviary, 
and one or two other old books of Latin Hymns, 
especially one compiled by Georgius Cassander, 
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printed at Cologne, in the year 1556, and regularly 
applied myself to the work of selection and trans- 
lation. The result is the collection I now lay 
before the public. It will be observed that I have 
admitted no hymns but what appear to be ex- 
pressly wanted for the purposes of our Church; 
my aim in translating them has been to be as 
simple as possible, thinking it better to be, of the 
two, rather bald and prosaic than fine and obscure. 
I have ventured to take the greatest part of the 
2nd Hymn from the translation in the '' British 
Magazine," which, notwithstanding the alterations 
I have made in it, still shines forth as the work of 
an evidently superior hand : for all the rest I am 
answerable. With respect to the originals, they 
bear decided marks of very remote antiquity; 
some may have been very much altered : some, 
perhaps, entirely reconstructed, but still as several 
of them are known to be the work of St. Ambrose 
and St. Gregory, and other Primitive Fathers, and 
as ail the rest bear internal evidence of being 
about the same age, they may well deserve the 
name affixed to them of " The Hymns of the Pri- 
mitive Church.** To them are added all the hymns 
which, from the beginning of the Reformation to 
the present day, have been inserted into our 
prayer-books; these are few, but mostly well 
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worth preserring* Thus are set forth in one yiew 
the Hjmns, ancient and modem, which are the 
peculiar property of the Church of Christ — ^those 
which she had hefore the Papal Apostasy, and 
those which have heen added to her collection 
since — the Hymns for the Divisions of the Day, 
the Hymns for the Seasons of the Church, the 
Hymns for Particular Occasions. Here is a nucleus 
which, in proper hands, may he added to, and 
amended in such a way from more modem sources, 
as to form a Hymn-Book in every respect worthy 

of our Church. It will not, I trust, he unpleasing 
or unedifying to her members to see a Morning 
Hymn by a Bishop of Milan* of the fourth century 
joined to one on the same subject by a Bishop of 
Salisbury f of the seventeenth. Perhaps, if the 
authorities of our Church carry on the design, we 
may see next to them a hymn by a Bishop of 
Calcutta of the nineteenth. For it should be re- 
membered, that it was a particular wish of Bishop 
Heber, that there should be a Hymn-book for our 
Church, and all his Hymns were written with the 
view of forming one. Most happy, indeed, shall I 
be, if the present compilation can contribute, in the 
smallest degree, towards the accomplishment of so 
desirable a work. 

• St AmbroBe. t Bishop Ken. 
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SUNDAY. 

NOCTURN. 

(Die, diertim principe. No. I.) 

The first of days tlie light beheld 
Forth bursting from the gloom— 

And Christ, our true eternal Light, 
Arising from the tomb. 

Creation thus, and dreadful death. 
Obeyed the voice of Heaven: 

Then let not ransomed man despise 
The summons God hath given. 

While yet in darkness nature lies, 
Let us, the sons of light, 

With hymns of holy praise dispel 
The silence of the night. 

Lord, may thy Gospel to our souls 

Fresh energy impart, 
So shall our new and holy lives 

Evince a new-bom heart. 

B 
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T<i ^ rmr «mift trniiL :^saL:^ wiies. 

Oar daily Qui aimH bsr 
i^ms^ mir wvirkaL ia dies beemL. 
Bi& fbcdiet'dr EurL^ by tiie& 

And U^ die ^eafa. pEn&iBly pmiiE^ 

^bfitie die yiekfing soul^ 
May 9d^-<»»8ixsaiiaig teiapexana 

T/> Ood iSke TiOier, God ^e Son, 
And Ood tLe H0I7 Gka^ 

And fttfm tbe ao^ host. 



Tirini) IIouRy or 9 a. m. 

(Oh/onit amarit^ Spiritus. No. 4.) 

(IM Ifoljr Hplflt, Ixjrd of grace, 

Ki^sftml Mouroo of lovo, 
tnllAttit*, wti |imyi our inmost hearts, 

Wltli fife tVom Uoavon aboye. 



SUNDAY* 

As thou dost join with. holiest bonds 
The Father and the Son, 

So fill thy saints with mutual lore, 
And link their hearts in one. 

To God the Father, God the Son, 
And God the Holy Ghost, 

Eternal glory be from man, 
And from the angel-host. 



Or this. 
(<^unc sancte nobis Spiritus, No. 5. St. Ambrose.) 

Blest Spirit, one with God above. 
Thou source of life and holy love, 
Oh, cheer us with thy sacred beams, 
Refresh us with thy plenteous streams. 

Oh, may our lips confess thy name, 
Our holy lives thy power proclaim : 
With love divine our hearts inspire, 
And fill us with thy holy fire. 

Oh Holy Father, Holy Son, 
And Holy Spirit, three in one. 
Thy grace devoutly we implore; 
Thy name be praised for evermore. 



6 SUNDAY. 

Sixth Hour, or 12. 
{Jam Soils excelsum Jubar, No. 6.) 

And now the sun's meridian beams 
Their brightest rays unfold, 

And fill the air, on erery side, 
With darts of glitt'ring gold. 

Oh Christ, thou Sim of righteousness. 
Far brighter beams are thine; 

Oh may our souls their influence feel. 
Those rays of love divine. 

To God the Father, God the Son, 
And God the Holy Ghost, 

All glory be from saints on earth. 
And from the angel-host. 



Or this. 
{Rector potensy verax Deus. No. 70 

Oh God of truth. Almighty Lord, 
Thou rulest all things by thy word, 
Thy sunbeams deck the rising mom. 
Thy rays the sultry noon adorn. 

Extinguish, Lord, th' unhallow'd fire 
Of sinM strife, of vain desire: 
Oh bid our pains, our sorrows cease, 
And fill our hearts with holy peace. 



SUNDAY. 



Oh Holy Father, Holy Son, 
And Holy Spirit, three in one, 
Thy grace devoutly we implore, 
Thy name be praised for evermore. 



Ninth Hour, or 3 in the Afternoon. 
{Lahente jam solis rotd. No. 8.) 

And now the sun's declining rays 

Towards the eve descend ; 
E'en so our years are sinking down 

To their appointed end. 

Lord, on the cross thine arms were stretched, 

To draw us to the sky : 
OlTgrant us then that cross to love, 

And in those arms to die. 

To God the Father, God the Son, 

And God the Holy Ghost, 
All glory he from saints on earth. 

And from the angel-host. 



Or this. 
Rerum Deus tenax vigor. No. 9. St. Amhrose.) 

Almighty God, thy throne ahove 
No time can change, no power can move : 
Thy word the fleeting hours ohey. 
They speed the night, they close the day. 



6 SUNDAY. 

Oh cheer the evening of onr dajs 
With that bright beam which ne'er deca; 
And make a happy death the road 
To bring our ransom'd souls to God. 

Oh Holy Father, Holy Son, 
And Holy Spirit, three in one, 
Thy grace deyoutly we implore, 
Thy name be praised for evermore. 



\ 



Evensong, or Yespers. 
{Oh luce qui mortalibus. No. 10.) 

Oh Thou, whose throne is hid from men 

By more than earthly rays, 
Before whose face e'en seraphs shrink. 

And tremble as they gaze; 

Here we thy people sit forlorn. 
In darkness doom'd to dwell. 

But soon thy bright eternal day 
That darkness shall dispel. 

This day thou hast in store for us. 

This day so fair and bright ; 
How faint the mid-day sun compared 

With its celestial light. 

But ah ! too long thou lingerest. 

Thou long-expected day: 
For why ! this body's toilsome load 

Must first be cast away. 



SUNDAY. 9 

But when my, soul hath ta'en her flight. 

From earthly bonds set free, 
To see thee, lore thee, praise thy name, 

Her endless task shall be. 

Oh may we so, blest Three in One, 

Thy present light improre. 
That we hereafter may enjoy 

Thy glorious beams above. 



Or this. 
(Lucis creator optime. No. 11. St. Gregory.) 

Source of light and life divine, 
Thou did'st cause the light to shine; 
Thou did'st bring thy sunbeams forth 
O'er tiiy new-created earth. 

Shade of night, and morning ray, 
Took from Thee the name of day ; 
Now again the shades are nigh. 
Listen to our mournful cry. 

May we ne'er, by guilt deprest. 
Lose the way to endless rest ; 
May no thoughts impure and vain 
Draw our souls to earth again. 

Rather lift them to the skies. 
Where our much-loved treasure lies; 
Help us in our daily strife. 
Make us struggle into life. 



10 SUNDAY. 

Holy Father, Holy Son, 
Holy Spirit, Three in One, 
Praise and glory be to Thee 
Now and for eternity. 



CoMPLlNE. * 

For the Season op Advent. 
(In noctis umbrd desides. No. 12.) 

While we our weary eyelids close. 
And stretch our limbs in soft repose. 
The waking soul to God may rise, 
And lift to him its faithful sighs. 

Desire of nations. Lord of grace, 

Redeemer of a sinful race, 

In pity hearken to the groan 

Of those whom sin hath overthrown ! 

Come, Jesu, come ! our sins forgive. 
And let thy ransomed people live ! 
Oh, if in Adam all must die. 
In Thee we claim the victory. 

To Gbd the Son, who came from heaven 
To save mankind, all praise be given : 
And God the Father we adore. 
And Holy Ghost, for evermore. 

Amen. 



SUNDAY. 1 1 

For Ghbistha& 
(Mundi solus qui nasceris. No. 13.) 

Oh holy Babe, our prayer receive, 
For thou wast bom that we might live ; 
May we, like thee, be meek and mild. 
In spirit like a little child. 

When gentle sleep relieves awhile 
Our bodies spent with daily toil, 
May no alarms disturb our rest. 
No prowling wolves thy sheep molest. 

The Father's name we loudly raise. 
The Son, the Virgin-bom, we praise ; 
The Holy Ghost, we all adore ; 
One Grod, both now and evermore. 



For the Season op the Presentation op 
Christ in the Temple. 

{Grates peracto jam die. No. 14.) 

And now the day is past and gone. 

We sing, oh God, thy praise. 
And while the night is hasting on, 

Our humble prayer we raise. 

The sin that we have done this day 

Oh, teach us to deplore, 
And drive the tempter far away. 

That we may sin no more. 



12 SUNDAY. 

That cruel lion prowls around, 

To kill and to devour, 
Beneath thy wings may help be found 

To save us from his power. 

When shall that day arise, oh God, 
Which ne'er shall set in gloom ; 

When shall we reach that blest abode. 
Where danger cannot come ? 

To God the Father, God the Son, 
And God the Holy Ghost, 

All glory be from saints on earth. 
And from the angel-host. 



k 



For Lent. 
{Ok Splendor ceterni Patris. No. 15.) 

Thou Brightness of thy Father's face. 

Thou Sun of heavenly day. 
Thou Christ, whose gracious beams remo 

The soul's dark shades away. 

The sun is sunk ; the shadowy night 

Is reigning in his room; 
Continue, Lord, thy saving help. 

And keep us through the gloom. 

What though our eyes be sunk in sleep, 

To thee our hearts ascend : 
Do thou, with thine Almighty hand. 

Thy loving, saints defend. 



SUNDAY. 13 

What though, hy earthly woes oppressed, 

The body wearied lies, 
Yet may our spirit freely wing 

Its passage to the skies. 

Oh thou, who art our only hope. 

Thy help we humbly crave, 
Defend thy blood-bought people. Lord, 

Whom Jesus died to save. 

To Grod the Father, God the Son, 

And God the Holy Ghost, 
All glory be from saints on earth. 

And from the angel-host. 



For Easter. 
(JesUy redemptor seculi. No. 16.) 

Oh Thou, who wast for sinners slain. 
And the third day didst rise again. 
No more to suffer or to die. 
And captive led'st captivity : 

While night surrounds us, dark and deep. 
And we our eyelids close in sleep. 
Do thou thy shield around us throw, 
To save us from our crafty foe. 

Thy gentle sleep consigns to rest 
The weaiy limbs and care-worn breast ; 
May we such sweet repose partake. 
But keep, oh keep, our souls awake. 



14 MONDAY. 

With thee to die, oh Christ, is gain : 
With thee we wish to rise again: 
For thee, things earthly to despise, 
And fix our treasure in the skies. 

Now to the Father and the Son, 

Who victory o'er the grave hath won. 

And to the Holy Ghost, be given 

All praise on earth, all praise in heaven. 

Amen. 



MONDAY. 

NOCTURN. 

(Dei canamus gloriam. No. 17.) 

Comb let us praise the name of God 

Who spread the lofty skies ; 
And to the firmament above 

Uplift our wond'ring eyes. 

^ow floating in the blue expanse 

The watery clouds we view ; 
Whence fruitful showers, at God's command. 

The thirsty soil bedew. 

How fair a type of God's free grace 

Which to our souls is given: 
It drops into the inner man 

Like gentle dews from heaven 



MONDAY. 15 



And as the faithful heart receives 

The sanctifying shower, 
Ln rapture sweet 'tis raised alofl; 

By God's Almighty power. 

Oh happy saints, on whom are poured 
Such blessings from above : 

Oh, may they show a thankful heart. 
And render love for love. 

To Qod the Father, Grod the Son, 
And Grod the Holy Ghost, 

All glory be from saints on earth. 
And from the angel-host. 



Matins. 
(Nil laudibus nostris eges. No. 18.) 

Our praises, Lord, thou dost not need. 

But we thy children are. 
And thou art pleased thy grace to yield 

To long persisting prayer. 

Thy dark decrees are like the night. 
When silence reigns around : 

Thy love is like the beauteous mom, 
With glowing sunbeams crowned. 

Thy wonders. Lord, oppress the mind, 
And make the tongue to cease. 

But love still bums within the heart, 
And will not hold its peace. 



fK 



16 MONDAY. 

Oh let it then break forth to thee. 
Our Father and our Lord, 

Our only consolation now, 
Our future great reward. 

Yes, thither tend our eager hearts, 
Though weak the flesh may be ; 

Oh Jesu, be thyself our guide. 
And draw our souls to thee. 



I 



Amen. 



Evensong. 
(Jaciamur heu quot fluctibus. No. 19.) 

When storms and tempests o'er us roll, 

Our hope is in the skies ; 
To thee, oh God, our anxious soul 

And earnest prayers arise. 

Thou, Father, dost thine aid afford. 

Before the prayer is made. 
In aU our weakness, gracious Lord, 

Thy strength is full display d. 

The sufferings that our souls oppress, 

Thy mightier hand shall cure. 
And thine ayenging arm redress 
V The wrongs we now endure. 

Oh, then, what full success shall smile 

On all our labours past ! 
Who would not gladly weep awhile 

To reap such joys at last 1 



TT7ESDA7* 17 



To Father, Son, and Holy Ohost^ 
One mighty Qod of Heayen, 

All glory by the angel host. 
And saints on earth, be giyen. 



TUESDAY. 

NOCTURN. 

{Jubes^ et in prceceps aquis. No. 20.) 

He speaks the word ; the floods obey, 

And sink into their bed : 
Emerging from her liquid veil, 

Earth shows her new-bom head. 

Hiis to His children, for their home, 

The Father hath assi^ed ; 
One common earth contains them all, 

One common loye should bind. 

We'ye no abiding city here, 

But there's a home aboye. 
For those who liye as sons of God, ' 

In peace and holy loye. 

But they whose dark deceitful arts 

Their feUow-men molest. 
They shall not of thy loye partake, 

Nor come unto thy rest. 



18 TUBBDAY. 

But, Lord, our hearts with holy peace. 
And loye, and oonoord, join; 

These are the fruits that certify 
That we are truly thine. 

Eternal glory be ascribed 
To God, who reigns above, 

By whom is sent into our souls 
The grace of holy lore. 



Matins. 
( Te principem summo^ Deus. No. 21 . ) 

Oh ! 'tis our duty, first of all, 

To love the Lord most high ; 
And next we learn to keep the law 
Of holy charity. 

O Lord, our fellowship regard, 

Li thy great name begun ; 
Li number though we many be, 

Yet all our hearts are one. 

And i^th is ours, and truth sincere. 

And peace, and holy joy; 
Oh, then, may no unholy strife. 

This sacred loye destroy! 

But teach us. Lord, more strictly still, 

This holy rule to keep : 
With saints rejoicing to rejoice; 

With weeping saints to weep. 



TUESDAY. 19 



triune Jehoyah ! to thy name 
Be endless glory given, 

Who &sliionest, with holy love, 
The hearts of thine for heaven. 



Evensong. 
(0 qudm juvatjratres, Deus» No. 22.) 

Lord, how joyful 'tis to see 
The brethren join in love to thee : 
On thee alone their heart relies, 
Their only strength thy grace supplies. 

How sweet within thy holy place 
With one accord to sing thy grace, 
Besieging thine attentive ear 
With all the force of fervent prayer. 

Oh, may we love the house of God, 
Of peace and joy the blest abode ! 
Oh, may no angry strife destroy 
That sacred peace, that holy joy ! 

The world without may rage, but we 

Will only cling more close to Thee, 

With hearts to Thee more whoUy given, 

More weaned firom earth, more fixed on Heaven. 

Lord, shower upon us from above 
The sacred gift of mutual love : 
Each othei^s wants may we supply. 
And reign together in the sky. 

c 2 



20 -4 ' WEDNESDAY. 

r 

WEDNESDAY. 

NOCTURN. 

{MiramuTy Devs^ tucB. No. 23.) 

The wonders of th' Almiglity hand 

Devoutly we admire, 
Inscribed upon the yault above 

In characters of fire. 

The sun is ruler of the day, 
The moon controls the night ; 

The starry hosts adorn the sky 
With varied streams of light. 

This ruler of the day must set, 
And hide his dazzling rays, 

The moon and starry hosts obserVe 
Their own appointed days. 

* 

Thus still revolves each orb of light, 
Now hidden, now displayed : 

Thou, Lord, for ever art the same ; 
Thy mercy knows no shade. 

Oh ! fear not, doubt not, that our God 

Hath all a father s care ; 
With joy to heaven your hearts uplift. 

For endless joys are there. 

All glory to the Three in One, 
The God of joy and peace. 

Who comforts those who trust to Him, 
And bids their sorrows cease. 



wednesday* 21 

Matins. 
{Promittisy et servas datum. No. 24.) 

A FAITHFUL promise thou hast made, 

And thou wilt keep the same : 
This promise, Lord, at early mom 

In earnest prayer we claim. 

Man, faithless man, the promise breaks 

His guileftil lips have made ; 
like broken reeds, which pierce the hand 

That trusts their treacherous aid. 

Blessed, then, are they who can repose 

Entirely on thy breast ; 
No tempest-shock shall e'er prevail 

To shake them from their rest. 

For thou hast sworn a sacred oath, 

On which our hearts rely, 
And look beyond these mean abodes, 

To dwellings in the sky. 

Yes, hope already claims her seat 

Beside th' eternal throne. 
Tastes all the streams of Paradise, 

And counts them for her own.^ 

ever-blessed Trinity, 

Thou source of endless grace. 
The hope of glory through thy love 

May we with joy embrace ! 



22 WEDNBBEDAT. 



Evensong. 
{Horres superhosy nee tuam. No. 25 

God, the hatefiil pride of man 
Shall not usurp thy praise : 

Yet arrogance too oft presumes 
Her shameless front to raise. 

Too oft, through man's ingratitude. 
Thy blessings cease to flow; 

And thus, upon the withered heart. 
No fruits of love can grow. 

But we, like &ithful servants, bent 
To know their Master s will. 

Will never turn our eyes away 
From thy celestial hill. 

And, oh ! if thou delay to send 

The long-expected aid, 
Yet hope remains, an anchor strong. 

On which our souls are stayed. 

The Father, and the eternal Son, 

Our praises shall employ ; 
Who sends the Holy Ghost to be 

A pledge of future joy. 



tHtRffiOAY. 23 

THURSDAY. 

NOCTURN. 

{lisdem creati fluctihus. No. 26.) 

The deep a two-fold offspring bore, 

Men's bodies to maintain ; 
The birds, that skim the liquid air, 

The fish, that cleave the main. 

Bat God provides far other food 

Th' immortal soul to feed : 
It lives by faith, on all the words 

That from His mouth proceed. 

Faith, resting on the blood of Christ, 

- Still holds its conquering way, 
Till sinners, through the vanquished world. 
Its mighty power obey. 

By fiuth the saints of old were taught 

The lion's wrath to tame ; 
A tyrant's threatenings to despise, 

And quench the raging flame. 

And, oh ! may we by faith discern 

The way that leads to God, 
And pluck the holy fruits of love 

That meet us on our road. 

To God the Father, God the Son, 

And God the Holy Ghost, 
All glory be from saints on earth. 

And from the angel-host 



24 



Matcis. 
{Dignas quis Deus tibL No.a7.) 

Oh, how can wordij praises. Lord, 

To Thee by man be giTm ! 
From whom alone true li^t jvoceeda^ 

To show the wa j to heaToi. 

The faith we need to serre thee well. 

Thou dost thyself snppl J, 
That faith which sanctifies the heart. 

And lifb the soul on high. 

No pompons rites can e'er atone 

For want of grace within : 
The secret prayer, the lowly si^ 

Thy &your best can win. 

For then the heart and Hps can join. 
To yield thy meed of praise : 

And with a firee and cheerful Toice, 
Salvation's song can raise. 

O Thon, who dost the proud abhor. 

And humble souls approve. 
That we in holy faith may grow. 

Our sinful pride remove. 

To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 

Our praises shall ascend. 
For on the blood of Christ, alone. 

Our faithful hearts depend. 



THUBSDAT. 25 



Evensong. 
{Ofortis^ Clemens Beus. No. 28*) 

Oh, God of our salvation, Lord, 
Of wond rous power and love, 

lM!ay faith, salvation s holy seed, 
Be sent us from above! 

*Tis faith that gives us strength to fight, 
That we our foes may quell ; 

And with the shield of faith we quench 
The fiery darts of hell. 

By fidth we make our prayers to Th«e, 

In that most holy Name, 
On which, for mercy and for peace, 

Hope rests her stedfast claim. 

For that Name's sake assist us. Lord, 
To run our heavenward race ; 

And, oh ! may no imholy life, 
Our holy faith disgrace. 

To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 

Be praise and glory given ; 
Who pour into the hearts of men 

True light and heat from heaven. 



k 



26 FBEDAT. 

FRIDAY. 

NocrruRN. 
{Jam sanctius moves opus. No. 29.) 

And now, O God, thy mind resolves, 

A holier work to frame ; 
A ruler for thy new-made world, 

A herald of thy name. 

And man is made : to fEtvoured dust 
The hreath of life is giren ; 

The likeness of a holy God, 
The lineaments of hearen. 

The wide expanse of earth must own 

His delegated sway. 
To God alone, his rightM Lord, 

Due homage he must pay. 

Alas for man ! corrupt, depraved, 
The yoke he will not wear : 

Vile dust presumes with God above 
A rival front to rear. 

And, oh ! from hence what wretchedness 
The world hath overspread ; 

If Jesus had not succoured us, 
E'en hope itself were dead. 

Oh ! praise the Father, and the Son, 
Who saved us by his death. 

And Holy Ghost, who quickens us 
By his celestial breath. 



FRIDAY. 27 

Matins. 
( UUricibus nos undique. No. 30.) 

While thine avenging arrows, Lord, 

Encompass us around, 
What hand but that which caused the smart 

Can cure the deadly wound? 

Depart, vain world, for how can'st thou 

Relieve the festering sore ? 
Thy comfort is but vanity. 

And irritates it more. 

We tremble, Lord, beneath thy rod. 

But we do not despair ; 
We see the good Physician's hand 

In all he bids us bear. 

But oh ! so fierce the contest bums, 

Good Lord, no more delay ; 
Oh ! yield not to their deadly foes 

Thy people for a prey. 

Our prayer is heard : our foes depart; 

And we once more take breath : 
Thy death, O Christ, relieves the soul 

From all its fears of death. 

All praise and glory be ascribed 

To God, who reigns above; 
Who scourges those whom He receives, 

And chastens them in love. 



28 FBIDAT. 

Evensong. 
(JLugete^ pacts angelL No. 31.) 

Lament, ye saints, behold your God 
Your sinful likeness wears ; 

Behold, upon the accursed tree, 
Your sins the Saviour bears. 

Oh, Christ, with wondering minds we see 
What mighty love was thine ! 

Did God consent to suffer thus. 
And, oh ! shall man repine ? 

No, Saviour, no ! the power of death 

Thy cross hath overcome ; 
To save us, not from earthly woe, 

But from th' eternal doom : 

The flesh may shrink, but we submit. 
Whatever our cross may be : 

So thou by grace enable us 
To bear it after Thee. 

Thy stripes have healed us, and thy blood 

Our guilty stains effaced ; 
Then may thy name by sins of ours 

Be never more disgraced. 

Praise God, who gave his only Son 

To be for sinners slain, 
And Holy Spirit, by whose breath 

Our souls are raised again. 




SATURDAY. 29 

SATURDAY. 

NOCTURN. 

{Tandem peractis^ Deus, No. 32.) 

At length creation's days are past, 

The universe is made: 
And Thou, O God, thy handywork 

Withe pleasure hast surveyed; 

But while thou hallowest the day, 

A day of rest to he, 
Behold a new creating work. 

Still calling. Lord, for Thee. 

See ! all thy works their homage hring. 

The earth, the sea, the sky : 
Man, sinful man, alone declines 

To join the harmony. 

Create, oh! Lord, our hearts anew. 

Our hearts of stone remove ; 
And we shall then the concert join. 

With new-bom fruits of love. 

Oh, only may our lives agree. 

With these our notes of praise, 
And then what all-prevailing prayers 

Our fervent hearts shall raise ! 

All praise to God, who strong in might 

And endless glory reigns. 
Who with a word hath made the world, 

And with a word maintains. 



30 SATTBDAT. 

Matins. 
(Rerum creaior omnium. Xo. 33.) 

Cbeatob of mankind, 

Thj promiBed help we daim, 

Hiat 80 our life Thon ma^r'st not find 
Unworthy of our name. 

If Thou thy grace deny, 

We cannot rightly strire; 
In Thee alone to sin we die. 

In Thee alone we live. 

Our goings, Lord, uphold, 
nil this dark yale he passed; 

Till in thy fear for ever hold. 
We reach thy rest at last. 

V 

Oh, happy, peaceful rest, 
Prepared for saints above! 

Where they with all thy joys are blesse 
And drink thy streams of love. 

Oh, Trinity divine. 

To Thee our hearts we r^se : 
May we thy ransomed people join. 

And share their songs of praise! 



SATURDAT. 



31 



Evensong. 
{Supreme motor cardium. No. 34.) 

Supreme disposer of the heart, 
Thou, since the world began, 

With heavenly grace hast sanctified 
And cheered the heart of man. 

Here faith, and hope, and love, unite 

To lift the soul above ; 
But love alone for aye abides, 

Eternal, changeless love ! 

Oh, holy love ! unfading light ! 

Oh, shall it ever be. 
That after all our sorrows here. 

Thy Sabbath we shall see ? 

Here, yet awhile, with many a tear 

The precious seed we sow : 
There treasured lie the promised fruits, 

The harvest of our woe. 

Triune Jehovah ! God of might 1 

Thy present gifts increase ; 
And crown them, in the world to come, 

With endless joy. and peace. 



* 32 BATDXDAT. 

MosioNG Hymn, bj St Ambrose. 
{iSpUndor patemas gloria. No. 35.) 

O Jebu, Lord of beayenl j grace. 
Thou bri^tnesB of Tbj Fatber's fine, 
Thou fountain of eternal light, 
Whote beams disperse the shades of nigh 

Come, holy Sun of heavenly lore, 
^ower down thy radiance from aboye ; 
And to our inward hearts convey 
The Holy Spirit's cloudless ray. 

And we the Father s help will claim, 
And sing the Father s glorious name ; 
His powerful succour we implore, 
That we may stand, to faX\. no more. 

May He our actions deign to bless, 
And loose the bonds of wickedness ; 
From sudden M\& our feet defend. 
And bring us to a prosperous end. 

May faith, deep rooted in the soul. 
Subdue our flesh, our minds control : 
May guile depart, and discord cease. 
And all within be joy and peace. 

And Christ shall be our daily food. 
Our daily drink his precious blood ; 
And thus the Spirit's calm excess 
Shall fill our souls with holiness. 



SATURDAY- 38 

Oh, hallowed be the approaching day! 
Let meekness be our morning ray : 
And futhful lore our noon-day light ; 
And hope our simset, calm and bright 

O Christ, with each returning mom, 
Thine image to our hearts is borne ; 
Oh! may we ever clearly see 
Our Saviour and our God in Thee. 



MORNING HYMN. 

BY BISHOP KEN. 

Awake, my soul, and with the sun 
Thy daily stage of duty run : 
ShsJce off dull sloth, and early rise 
To pay thy morning sacrifice. 

Itedeem thy mispent moments past. 
And live this day as if the last ; 
Thy talents io improve take care. 
For the great day thyself prepare. 

Let all thy converse be sincere, 

Thy conscience as the noon-day clear, 

For God's all-seeing eye surveys. 

Thy secret thoughts, thy works and ways. 

Wake, and lift up thyself, my heart. 
And with the angels bear thy part. 
Who all night long unwearied sing, 
High^loij to the Eternal King. 



36 DIVISIONS OP THE DAY, 

I may add, at a time when men s minds rerert 
with more unifonn frequency to their religio 
exercises than appears to be the case at present. 

The Noctnm, or night service, was intended, n 
merely for the secret meditation of the individu 
Christian, "if in the night he sleepless lay,* bi 
for the benefit of all those who might be disposed 
meet together, even at that unseasonable hour, f 
the purpose of worshipping God. 

"Matins," and "Lauds," seem to be convertib 
terms ; they began at the cock-crowing, or as I mi 
also call it, the " bird-singing,* at that time when, i 
summer, it is broad daylight, b^it before the sii 
has risen, and which is the time of all others whc 
the birds seem most earnestly engaged in their lane 
or song of praise to their great Creator. 

Ad Primam, or by 6 a.m., the sun is supposed 1 
have risen, and the labours of the day to be regr 
larly commencing; the hymn accordingly eontai 
petitions for assistance, guidance, and protecti< 
through the course of it. 

Ad Tertiam, or 9 a. m., is invariably a hymi 
the Holy Spirit, as being the hour in which, on 
day of Pentecost, He came down on the Apof 
This seems to have been observed from the 
earliest times; most likely the "Veni Creato 
St. Ambrose, was merely a new hymn wiitt 
him on a subject already familiar to the C 
from the Apostles downwards. 

Ad Sextam, was 12 o'clock, or mid-day ; ; 
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is made to the Sun of Righteousness, to whose 
beams all true worshippers desire to lay open their 
hearts. 

Ad Nonam was 3 p.m.; allusion is made to its 
being the time when our Lord expired on the 
cross. Our word noon is derived from hence; it 
seems the three hours of which each division of the 
day consisted, received their name from the service 
they preceded. Thus the three hours before "Ad 
Nonam," were called the "Ad Nonam*' time, or 
noon-tide. Thus the beginning of noon-tide was 
immediately after the "Ad Sextam" was over, or 
just oyer 12 o'clock. Hence 12 o'clock came to be 
called noon, or the beginning of " noon-tide," the 
Ad Nonam service was not till 3 p. m. 

Vespers, or Evensong, was about the going down 
of the sun, and the close of the day; which cir- 
cumstances are noted in the hymn. 

The Completorium, or Conclusion, as I have called 
it, for want of a better name, was at 9 p. m., and 
seems to have been intended for a wind-up, as it 
were, to the services of the day, and a last com- 
mittal oi self into the hands of God, before retiring 
to rest for the night 

In the present days, these systematic subdivisions 
may stand a chance of being objected to, as formal 
and old-fashioned, or be condemned as tending to 
cramp the energies of the awakened soul with un- 
warrantable shackles. When we consider, how- 
ever, how the naturally wayward heart needs every 
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appliance and means that can be deTised, 
to a right firame, there seems to be nmc 
in them. They tend to sanctify the whc 
the service of (rod, by eonstandy proTi 
mind with some holy employment to &R l 
They are seasons of spiritoal refreshment ] 
to the wearied soni ; opportunities for th 
God to be eyer drawing near to his hearen] 
channels, as it were, opened at equal dist 
the streams of divine grace to flow eqi 
the whole space. 




SEASONS OF THE CHURCH, 



ADVENT. 

NOCTURN. 

Instantis adveutum Dei. (No, 36-) 

The Advent of our God 

Our prayers must now employ. 

And we must meet him on his road 
With hymns of holy joy. 

The everlasting Son 

Incarnate soon shall be : 
He will a servant's form put on, 

To make his people free. 

Daughter of Zion, rise 

And greet thy lowly King, 

And do not wickedly despise 
The mercies he will bring. 

As Judge, in clouds of light, 
He will come down again, 

And all his scattered saints unite 
With Him in Heaven to reign. 



m 






Paaae to tke Ssiicmr Scm 
FroM an Ike s^ HiMt : 

like pcaifie lie to tke Fatker 
lAd to tke HoIt GhocL 




(Jardauis oras pntria. Xo. 37.)^ 

Ox i<x6aBL% bank tiie Baptist's oj, 
Annoonces that the Lord is nigh: 
Come then and headcen, fbc he hrii^s. 
CHad tidings from the Kii^ of kings. 

I^en now the air, the sea, the land 
Feel that their Maker is at hand ; 
The rery elements rejoice. 
And welcome Him with cheerful yoice- 

Tlien cleansed be erery Chiistian In-east^ 
And furnished for so great a Guest ! 
Vmi ! let us each our hearts prepare 
For Christ to come and enter there. 

For Tliou art our salyation, Lord, 
ur rofugo and our great reward, 
ithout thy grace our souls must fadiey, 

jLnd wither like a flower decayed^ 



ADTENT. 41 

Stretch forth thine hand, to heal our sore, 
And make ns rise, to fall no more ; 
Once more upon thy people shine. 
And fill the world with love divine* 

To Him, who left the throne of Heaven 
To save mankind, all praise he given : 
Like praise he to the Father done. 
And Holy Spirit, Three in One* 



Or this. 
{Verbum supernum prodiens. No. 38.) 

Thy Father's hosom thou didst leave. 

Eternal Word of God ; 
On earth awhile, to save mankind. 

Thou madest thine ahode. 

Enlighten, then, our hreasts, we pray. 
Inflame them with thy love : 

And fill our renovated hearts 
With rapture from ahove. 

That so, when sinners shall be doomed 

To endless flames in hell. 
And thou shalt summon thine elect. 

With Thee on high to dwell. 

We may not to that curst ahode. 
In that fierce storm be driven. 

But see the face of God on high. 
And share the joys of heaven* 



id 



AlIVBST^ 


Ti WviusTL amu ibuL Hiolv Giioac 


(One CrqiL w&ohl we .iifiinf. 


>n ncaiae ami 'jisxrw be aiExiiMitL 


Bfltk miw and. <ffQzmiiR> 







Tefe cnQiiig jeaa as limgdL MfiL 
Tb^ cohzikIs of &' Eternal wiH ; 
3f on^ pTisc^ns fisr die Lon^ d^T. 
:rfhxzb» fisrdL firom iicaTeiL die joifid daj. 

^^ince AfiazEL&n, Lis ssfol race 
Lftj rank ia ndn azid diagiaee ; 
In fiLade of niglLt f^xiom tkej sate, 
\tA wsdted for their awfiil £ite. 

AI;« ! and who can undertake 
AixMndA for man's offence to make? 
Wh^re can a remedy he found 
Hnifuneni for so sore a wonnd? 

'Htfrn^ Jesa Christ, jea, thou alone, 
f >#;»C€mdiDg from thj Fathers throne, 
'fhfs h^^renlj likeness canst restore, 
IBMfn image, which at first we hore. 

d him, y0 hearens, from ahove, 
i ntjf the earth, with grateful loye, 
lAny iW ererlasting seed embrace 
Tho Hfiviour of our long-lost race. 






CHRISTMAS. 43 



All praise and glory we afford, 
To Jesus, the incarnate Word : 
And G}od the Father we adore. 
And Holy Ghost, for evermore. 



CHRISTMAS. 
Eve. 
(Miss urn redemptorum polo. No. 40.) 

The Prince of Peace, to sinners given. 
The great Redeemer sent from heaven, 
The Virgin-horn, let all adore, 
And spread his name from shore to shore. 

The Word of God, that dwelt on high 
With God from all eternity. 
Is now confined to life's short span. 
Is now a helpless child of man. 

Our God is in a manger laid, 
Of straw his humhle couch is made : 
For a whole world's salvation sent. 
He needs an infant's nourishment. 

And see, those heaven -directing hands 
Are now compressed with swaddling hands 
Helpless and desolate he lies, 
That we, through Him, to heaven may rise. 



44 CHRISTMAS. 

He'll come once more to judge the earth, 
But now He calls us to His birth : 
His love to sinners thus was proved, 
Oh, may we love, as we are loved ! 

The Father's name we loudly raise, 
The Son, the Virgin-bom, we praise ; 
The Holy Ghost we all adore. 
One God, both now and evermore. 



NOCTURN. 

(JIam desinant suspiria. No. 41.) 

Cease, weary mortals, cease to sigh. 
For God hath heard you from on high, 
E'en now he sendeth from above 
The Prince of Peace, the Lord of Love. 

The silence of the night profound 
Is broken by a heavenly sound ; 
The angel-host to mortal ear 
Announcing that the Lord is near. 

So while the shepherds' feet are led 
Within the Saviour's lowly shed. 
We, too, will contemplate the sight, 
The wonder that is brought to light. 

Thither in fancy we repair : 
We enter in : what see we there ? 
A stall, a manger rudely piled, 
A mother and an infant child. 



CHRISTMAS. 45 

Can this be He, the Lord of Grace, 
The, brightness of his Father's face ? 
Can this be He, who rules the land. 
And holds the ocean in his hand ? 

It is : faith penetrates the clouds, 
The darkness that his glory shrouds : 
It is indeed the mighty Lord 
By angels worshipped and adored. 

E'en here the teacher we discern : 
E*en now the lesson we may learn ; 
With Him, from worldly pride be pure : 
Meekly, with Him, thy woes endure. 

Oh ! holy Babe, thy love inspire. 
Repress in us each vain desire : 
And thus thy saving grace impart, 
To each believer s new-bom heart. 

Amen. 



Or this. 



While shepherds watched their flocks by 
night, 

All seated on the ground. 
The Angel of the Lord came down, 

And glory shone around : 

" Fear not," said he, for mighty dread 
Had seized their troubled mind ; 

" Glad tidings of great joy I bring 
To you and all mankind. 



46 CHRISTMAS. 

"*' To yoQ in Dayid's town this day 

Is bom, of Dayid's line, 
A Sayionr, who is Christ the Lord, 

And this shall be the sign : 

" The heavenly babe you there shall find 

To hmnan view displayed. 
All meanly wrapped in swathing bands. 

And in a manger laid." 

Thus spake the seraph, and forthwith 

Appeared a shining throng 
Of angels, praising God, and thus 

Addressed their jojrful song: 

" All glory be to Grod on high, 

And to the earth be peace : 
Good-will henceforth from Heaven to men 

Begin, and never cease." 



Matins. 
{Adeste Jideles. No. 42.) 

On ! come ye faithful, and your homage bring 
To David's town with glad accord ; 

Behold the Son, behold the angels' King : 
Oh, come ye, and sing praises to the Lord ! 

For he, the God of God, the Light of Light, 
The Virgin's Womb hath not abhorred : 

And God is now reveal'd to mortal sight ! 
Oh, come ye, and sing praises to the Lord ! 



CHRISTMAS. 4^ 

And hark ! the angels through the lofty sky 
Their praises to his name afford ; 

All glory they ascribe to God on high ! 

Oh, come ye, and sing praises to the Lord ! 

Oh, Jesu Virgin-bom ! thy name shall be, 

On this thy day for aye ador'd ! 
Incarnate Word of God, we worship Thee ! 

Oh, come ye, and sing praises to the Lord ! 



Or this. 



High let us swell our tuneful notes, 
And join the angelic throng : 

For angels no such love have known 
T* awake a cheerful song. 

Good-will to sinful man is shown. 
And peace on earth is given : 

For, lo ! th' incarnate Saviour comes 
With messages from heaven. 

Justice and grace, in sweet accord. 

His rising beams adorn ; 
Let heaven and earth in concert join, 

" To us a child is bom." 

Glory to God, in highest strains. 
In highest worlds be paid ; 

His glory by our lips proclaimed. 
And by our lives displayed. 



48 CHRISTMAS. 

When shall we reach those blissfiil 
Where Christ exalted reigns, 

And learn of the celestial choir 
Their own immortal strains? 



Evensong. 
(Jesu^ redemptor omnium. No. 43.) 

Jesus, thou holy Son of Grod, 

Thou friend to sinful man, 
Who madest in heaven Ihy bright abode,' 

Before the world began. 

Thou, Lord, our chiefest glory art, 

Our only refuge thou : 
Prayer is the incense of our heart ; 

Accept that incense now. 

The likeness. Lord, thou didst assume 

Of our most sinful race. 
That we, thy ransomed saints, might com 

To share thy promised grace. 

Oh ! then, thy work of grace begin, 
And when begun, maintain ; 

So shall no falling back to sin 
Our later years profane. 

So let the land, the sea, the sky. 

Let all the world rejoice. 
And sing thy glorious majesty, 

With a triumphant voice. 



CHRISTMAS. 49 

And we, to whom thou earnest on earth. 

Eternal life to bring, 
On this, the season of thy birth. 

Thy wondrous love will sing. 



Or this. 



Hark, the herald angels sing, 
Glory to the new-bom King, 
Peace in heaven and mercy mild, 
€K>d and sinners reconciled. 
Joyful all ye nations rise. 
Join the triumph of the skies. 
With the angelic host proclaim, 
Christ is bom at Bethlehem. 

Hark, the herald angels sing. 
Glory to the new-bom King ! 

Christ, by highest heaven adored, 
Christ, the everlasting Lord, 
Late in life behold Him come, 
OflBspring of a Virgin's womb ; 
Veiled in flesh, the Godhead He, 
Hail the incarnate Deity! 
Pleased as man with men to appear, 
Jesus our Lnmanuel here. 

Hark, the herald angels sing. 
Glory to the new-bom King ! 



50 CHRISTMAS. 

Hail the heayen-bom Prince of Peace, 
Hail the Sun of Righteousness ! 
Light and life to all he brings, 
Risen with healing on his wings : 
Mild He lays his glory by, 
Bom that man no more may die I 
Bom to raise the sons of earth, 
Bom to give them second birth ! 
Hark, the herald angels sing. 
Glory to the new-bom King 1 



ST. STEPHEN'S DAY. 
(Quid^ obstinata pectora. No. 44.) 

Ah, wherefore do the impious Jews 

Again their God defy ? 
Their holy teacher they refuse, 

And drag him forth to die. 

At him they dare, with ruthless hands, 
To cast the murderous stone. 

While Saul, their chief, insulting stands. 
And makes their crime his own. 

But, lo ! before the martyr's eye 

The starry poles are riven ; 
He sees his Lord enthroned on high. 

At God's right hand in heaven. 



ST. fTTEPHEN'S DAY. 51 

Thus ever thou wilt give thy might 

To all thy saints, O Lord ! 
Thyself the witness of the fight. 

Thyself their great reward. 

Oh ! Stephen's was a glorious death, 

Allowed for Christ to die : 
His hody sank the stones beneath, 

His soul was in the sky. 

For even then his ardent mind, 

Filled with excess of light, 
No longer was to earth confined. 

But winged its upward flight. 

The Father's name we loudly raise, 

The Son we all adore ; 
The Holy Ghost, one God, we praise. 

Both now and evermore. 



ST. JOHN'S DAY. 
{Jussu tyranni pro Jld^* No. 45.) 

Beloved disciple of thy Lord, 
Wast thou to exile driven? 

Oh never sore thy spirit soar'd 
With fleeter wings to heaven ; 

He that was dead, and is alive. 
Then cheer'd thine eyes again; 
The Lion, strong with death to strive. 
The Lamb, for sinners slain. 



I 



52 8T. johnIs day. 

Oh, then the mysteries were unfurrd 

Of His triumphant reign, 
How martyr hlood, through all the world. 

His kingdom should maintain. 

Then grant us, Lord, with Thee to die,— 

With Thee again to rise : 
With Thee from this vain world to fly,— 

To meet Thee in the skies. 

And now to Him, who vanquish'd death,^ 
And shows the way to heaven. 

To Christ from ev'ry human breath. 
Be endless praises given. 



INNOCENTS* DAY. 

Matins. 

{Salvetiy Flores Martyrum, No. 46.) 

Hail, infant martyrs, new-bom victims, hail ! 

Hail, earliest flowerets of the Christian spring • 
O'er whom, like rosebuds scattered by the gale, 

The cruel sword such havoc dared to fling. 

The Lord's first votive offerings of blood. 
First tender lambs upon the altar laid. 

Around in fearless innocence they stood. 
And sported gaily with the murderous blade* 



INNOCENTfiT DAT. 53 

Oh ! what availed thee, Herod, this thy guilt. 
This load of crime that on thy conscience lies ? 

*rhe Lord alone, whose blood thou would'st have 
spilt, 
Now mocks thy malice, and thy power defies. 

Tes ! he alone survived, when all the ground 
Drank the red torrents of that carnage wild; 

^Though many a childless mother wailed around. 
The hand of murder spared the Virgin's child ! 

O Jesu, Virgin-bom ! all praise to Thee, 
And to the Father, and the Holy Ghost ; 

'One God eternal, ever honoured be, 

By saints on earth, and by the heavenly host. 



Evensong. 

{MoUet in agnos ecu lupus. No. 47.) 

As wolves attack their helpless prey. 
So Herod holds his murderous way. 
And hopes, but oh ! he hopes in vain, 
To mingle Jesus with the slain. 

The cradles flow with in£Eint blood. 
But God his Airy hath withstood; 
The Lord alone he sought to slay. 
The Lord alone escapes away. 



54 GIBCUMCIHIQN. 

Ye mothers, let no tears be shed, — 
Yea, weep not, though your babes be c 
For now they stand around the Throm 
And Jesus counts them as his own. 

The Father s name we loudly raise. 
The Son, the Mrgin-bom, we praise ; 
The Holy Ghost we all adore, 
One Crod, both lAow and evermore. 



CIRCUMCISION. 

Matins. 

{Felix dieSy quam propria. No. 48.' 

Oh, happy day, when first was poured 
The blood of our redeeming Lord I 
Oh, happy day, when first began 
His sufferings for sinful man ! 

Just entered on this world of woe. 
His blood already learned to flow : 
His future death was thus expressed^ 
And thus His early love confessed. 

From heaven descending, to fulfil 
The mandates of his Father's will, 
E'en now behold the victim lie, 
The Lamb of God, prepared to die ; 



CIRCUMCISION. 55 

Beneath the knife behold The CSiild, 
The innocent, the undefiled ; 
For captives He the ransom pays, 
For kkwless man the law obeys. 

Lord, circumcise our hearts, we pray ; 
Our fleshy natures purge away ; 
Thy name, thy likeness may they bear : 
Yea, stamp thy holy image there! 

The Father's name we loudly raise. 
The Son, the Virgin-bom, we praise : 
The Holy Ghost we all adore. 
One God, both now and evermore. 



' Evensong. 

( Fictis sibi cognomina. No. 49.) 

Tis for conquering kings to gain 
Glory o'er their myriads slain : 
Jesu, thy more glorious strife. 
Hath restored a world to life. 

So no other name is given 
Unto mortals under heaven, 
Wliich can make the dead to rise. 
And exalt them to the skies. 

That which Christ so hardly wrought. 
That which he so dearly bought. 
That salvation, mortals, say. 
Will you madly cast away; 



CIBCDHCieiON. 

Ratiker ^adlj for that name 
Beai tlie cross, endure tlie shame ; 
Jojfull; for Him to die 
Ifl not death, but Tictory. 

Dost thou, Jesa, condescend 
To be called the Eonners' fnend ? 
Ours then it shall always be 
Thus to make our boast of diee. 

Glory to the Father be ; 
Glory, Virgin-bom, to thee ; 
Glory to the Holy Ghost, 
Ever from the heavenly host. 



SUNDAY AFTER CIRCUMCIf 




NOOTUEN. 

{Verbum quod aiae secula. No. 

The Woid, who dwelt above the si 
With God before the world begs 

Now (m the Virgin's bosom lies, 
A helpless new-born child of ma 

Already on his sinless head 

The streams of wrath begin to fl 

Already, on his infant bed. 
The taste of grief the Lord must 



SUNDAY AFTER CIRCUMCISION. 5? 

The lowliest povertj he bears, 

That we may be with wealth supplied ; 
He weeps, and by his precious tears 

A guilty world is purified. 

A simple dress, a mean abode, 

A life obscure, his glory hide ; 
Proud man ! behold thy lowly GM, 

And let the sight destroy thy pride. 

Thou who earnest from the sky 
To be the Lamb for sinners slain. 

Thou wilt not leave thy saints to die, 
Nor let such toil be spent in vain. 

The Father's name we loudly raise. 

The Vir^-bom we all adore. 
The Holy Ghost, one God, we praise 

Both now on earth and eYerm<H%. 

Amen. 



Matins. 
{Divine crescebas puer. No. 51.) 

In stature grows the heavenly Child 
With death before his eyes ; 

A Lamb unblemished, meek and mild, 
Prepared for sacrifice. 

The Son of GK>d his glory hides 
With parents mean and poor : 

And He who made the heaven abides 
In dwelling-place obscure. 




58 SUNDAY AFTEB OBCrMCnlkON. 

Those mighty hands that stay the sky 

No earthly toil refuse. 
And He who set the stars on high. 

An humble trade pursnes. 

He before whom the angels stand. 

At whose behest they fly. 
Now yields himself to man's command. 

And lays his glory by. 

The Father s name we loudly raise. 

The Son we all adore. 
The Holy Ghost, one Grod, we praise 

Both now and eyermore. 

Amen 



Evensong. 



{Ckristus tenebris obsitam. No. 52.) 

Through Judah's land the Sayiour walks 

The word of life to teach : 
His own he seeks, — ^his own refuse 

To hearken to His speech. 

And yet the miracles He works 

The Son of God proclaim : 
The deaf can hear, the dumb pronounce 

The great Messiah's name. 

But no ! they turn their ears away, 

His doctrine they repel : 
They hate the Sun, for ah 1 they loye 

Their night of sin too well. 



SUNDAY AFTER CIRCUMCIBION. 59 

But we, O God, thy light desire. 

That shines so bright, so fair : 
Oh ! search our hearts, and thou shalt find 

No love of darkness there. 

Oh, ever on thy chosen saints 

Such blessings. Lord, bestow ! 
Oh, may thy truth for ever shine, 

Thy love for ever glow ! 

To God the Father, God the Son, 

And God the Holy Ghost, 
Be glory from the saints on earth. 

And from the heavenly host. 

Amen. 



EPIPHANY. 

{Quce Stella sole pulchrior. No. 53.) 

What star is this, with beams so bright. 
Which shame the sun's less radiant light ? 
Tis sent to announce a new-bom King, — 
Glad tidings of our God to bring. 

Tis now fidfilled what Gt)d decreed,— 
" From Jacob shall a star proceed : ** 
And lo ! the Eastern sages stand. 
To read in heaven the Lord's command. 

While outward signs the star displays. 
An inward light the Lord conveys. 
And urges them, with force benign, 
To seek the Giver of the sign. 




60 EPIPHANT. 

True loye can brook no dull delay,— 
Through toils and dangers lies their way r 
And yet their home, their Mends, their a^ 
They leave at once, at God's high call. 

Oh, while the star of heavenly 'grace 
Invites us. Lord, to seek thy face. 
May we no more that grace repel. 
Or quench that light, which shines so well 

To God the Father, God the Son 
And Holy Spirit, Three in One, 
May every tongue and nation raise 
An endless song of thankful praise! 



SUNDAYS AFTER THE EPIPHANY. 

Matins. 
(Clamantis ecce vox sonans. No. 54.) 

The voice of him who cries aloud 

Is heard on Judah's waste : 
And soon a sinful sorrowing crowd 

Around the Baptist haste. 

And see, as they assemble thus. 
The spotless Lamb draws nigh : 

The Lamb, who gave himself for us, 
To suffer and to die. 



SUNDAYS AFTER EPIPHANY. 61 

John's mind, with heaVnlj light supplied. 

The Source of light could see : 
" I need thy washing, Lord," he cried ; 

" And comest thou to me ?" 

But e'en though thus self-humhled, still 

His word must be obeyed: 
He must in every point fulfil 

The law himself hath made. 

Herald of Christ, at length thine eyes 

The Mightier one have seen : 
Tis thine with water to baptize, 

'Tis his with fire to clean. 

Praise to the Son, through whom alone 

Our stains of guilt are lost ; 
Like praise be to the Father done. 

And to the Holy Ghost. 



Evensong. 
(Emergit undisy et Deo. No. 55.) 

Now Jesus lifts his prayer on high, 
Emerging from the stream: 

And, lo ! descending from the sky. 
The Spirit's radiant beam. 

Swift moving, like a beauteous dove. 

It rests on Him alone: 
" This," saith the voice of God above, 

" Is my beloved Son." 



62 SUNDAYS AFTER EPIPHAinr. 

So those on whom is duly poured 
The hlessed baptismal wave, 

They too are children of the Lord, 
They too may ask and haye. 

Theirs is the holy purity 
And meekness of the dove : 

To them the Holy Ghost is nigh, 
To fill their souls with love. 

Lord, if thou hast removed our stain 

Li that most holy flood, 
May no fresh sin destroy again 

The cleansing of Thy blood ! 

Praise to the Son, through whom alone 
Our stains of guilt are lost : 

Like praise be to the Father done, 
And to the Holy Ghost. 




SEPTUAGESIMA. 

{Te lest a mundi conditor. No. 56.) 

Thou, great Creator, art possessed. 
And Thou alone, pf endless rest : 
To angels only it belongs 
To lift to Thee their ceaseless songs. 

But we must toil and toil again. 
With ceaseless woe and endless pain : 
How then can we, in exile drear. 
Lift the glad song of glory here ? 



SEFTUAGESIMA. 63 

Oh, Thou, who wilt forgiving be, 
To all who truly turn to Thee, 
Grant us to mourn the hapless cause 
Of all our woe. Thy broken laws! 

Then to such salutary grief 

Let faith and hope bring due relief. 

And we, too, shall be soon possessed ^ 

Of ceaseless songs of endless rest. 

To God the Father, God the Son, 
And Holy Ghost, be glory done : 
Let equal praise to each be given, 
By all on earth, and all in heaven. 



SEXAGESIMA. 



(Rebus creatis nil egens. No. 57.) 

Our God, in His celestial seat, 

In glory and in power complete, 

To make that power and glory known. 

Lays the round world's foundation-stone. 

The elements, before unmade, 
Are now in beauteous order laid : 
And wondrous harmony they raise. 
To celebrate their Maker s praise. 

But e'en while thus the world comes forth, 
In all the beauty of its birth, 
His mind hath in itself unfurled 
Another and a nobler world. 



64 



Its builder is His only Son, 
In grace and lore it is begun : 
"Us canied on through ereiy age 
By His own word, the €k>spel page. 

In heaven at length, when time is o'ei 
Twill stand complete, to move no moi 
Made meet for such a blessed abode, 
Meet for the dwelling-place of God. 

Oh, God the Father, God the Son, 
And Qod the Spirit, Three in One, 
Preserre, direct, maintain in lore. 
The world below, and world above ! 



QUINQUAGESIMA. 
{Fos ante Christi tempora. No. 68. 

Oh, ye, who followed Christ in love. 
While yet He dwelt in realms above. 
First children of Almighty grace : 
First fathers of the faithful race ! 

Oh, how can words of equal worth 
The wonders of your faith set forth! 
Or tell of all your panting sighs. 
Which hope uplifted to the skies ! 

In dreary exile here below. 
Ye found the world an empty show ; 
On real delights you fixed your love, 
Not here below, but there above. 



QUINQUAOESIMA. 65 

The heart, O God, that loves Thee weD, 
Still longs with Thee in peace to dwell : 
Forhid, O Lord, our souls to roam. 
And fix them on our future home. 

Praise to the Father, and the Son 
And Holy Spirit, Three in One ; 
Eternal praise to each he given. 
By all on earth, and all in heaven. 



SEASON BEFORE LENT. 
{Alleluia ! dulce carmen. No. 59.) 

Alleluia ! hest and sweetest 
Of the hymns of praise ahove ! 

Alleluia ! thou repeatest. 

Angel host, these notes of love, 

This ye utter. 
While your golden harps ye move. 

Alleluia ! Church victorious. 
Join the concert of the sky ! 

Alleluia ! hright and glorious. 

Lift, ye saints, this strain on high ! 

We, poor exiles, 
Join not yet your melody. 



m 



Snxc nut aonls wuHl unj^p'BaSL 



We wiA 

fiat our easrmest n^pfieafiuOy 
HoIt God, we zasie to ^kee : 

Vist IB with &T aLradoa, 
3fake us aU thj jojs lf> see ! 
AHeUa! 

Don at kngdi this stniii shafl be. 




Ob tbus. 

Attduia ! dmlce carmtm. 

Oh ! g^Ofrioos is the song 
Of ererlasting praise, 
When all the angel throng 
Their joyful chorus raise : 
Alleluia! 

When seraphs sing 
To God their King, 
Alleluia! 

too, Jerusalem, 
The concert thou ma/st join, 
this may be the theme 
troy iaint of thine : 



SEASON BEFORE LENT. 67 

HaUelujah ! 
Thou too ma/st sing 
To God thy King, 
Hallelujah. 

But oh ! we may not now 

This joyful strain hegin : 
Our heads we first must how 
In sorrow for our sin. 
Alleluia! 
We may not sing 
To God our King, 
Alleluia ! 

Lord, our hearts incline, 
To worship only Thee ! 
We then that choir may join, 
And ours that strain may be : 
Alleluia ! 

We then may sing 
To God our King, 
Alleluia! 



LENT. 

NOCTURN. 

(Quod lex adumbravit oetus. No. 60.) 

This solenm fast the Fathers saw 
Forth shadowed in the ancient law. 
And Jesus, when on earth he came, 
Taught us to celebrate the same. 



70 LENT. 

Thou, the heartHsearching Ood, most kno^ 

How rile and weak we be : 
But, Lord, do thou thy xneFcy show. 

And draw us back to Thee. 

Great is our sin, and great our shame. 

But, oh ! do thou forgive : 
Help, for the glory of thy name. 

And let poor sinners live. 

Oh ! may our outward abstinence 

Have such eflfect within. 
That we may rescue every sense 

From every stain of sin. 

Blest Three in One, with grief sincere. 

To Thee we humbly pray, 
That fruits of mercy may appear 

To bless this fasting-day. 



GOOD FRIDAY. 

NOCTURN I. 

(Fando quis audivit^ Dei. No. 63.) 

To whom is our report made known ? 
Of mercies which the Lord hath shown. 
Such wonders scarce can faith believe. 
And scarce the mind such love conceive. 



GOOD FRIDAY. 71 

"The Son of God, for sinfiil man 
In purpose slain, since time began, 
IHis body now in deed supplies 
As our atoning sacrifice. 

But wherefore, Saviour, dost Thou lie 
In such a mournful agony ? 
And why those bloody drops, that show 
Thy soul's deep anguish, as they flow. 

Oh ! 'tis the eflfect of grief within 
The horror of unpardoned sin : 
For, standing in the sinner's room. 
Thou tremblest at the sinner s doom. 

Doth the dread cup deter thy soul ? 
But oh ! unless thou drink the whole, 
For us poor sinners it must flow 
A draught of never-ending woe. 

But heavenly love is ne'er dismayed. 
And God may not be disobeyed ; 
And lo ! he yields Him to the hour 
Of darkness, and to hell's dark power. 

And now to blows, rebukes and scorn, 
The purple robe, the crown of thorn. 
E'en to the cross behold Him given, 
A victim to the wrath of heaven. 

The Father, who the Victim gave. 
The Son who died, mankind to save. 
The Holy Ghost, we all adore. 
One God, both now and evermore. 

Amen. 



GOOD FRIDAT. 



Hie Father, who the Victim gftve, 
llie Sod, who died DuuJdnd to tare ; 
The Holy Ghost, we aU adore, 
One Ood, both now and evermore. 



(f^exilla regu prvdeunl. No. 66.) 

The royal banner is nnfdrled, 

The cross is reared on high, 
On which the Sarioiu of the worid 

Is stretched in agony. 
See through his holy hands and feet 

The cruel naUs they drive. 
Our ransom thus is made complete. 

Our souls are saved alive. 
And see, the spear hath pierced his sidt 

And shed that sacred flood. 
That holy reconciling tide, 

The water and the blood. 
Hail ! holy cross, from thee we leam 

The only way to heaven ; 

d oh, to thee may sinners turn, 
ind look, and be foigiven ! 

lovafa! we thy name adore, 
a Thee we will rejoice, 

ig, till time shall be no more, 
bttiumphs of the Cross. 




good fridat. 75 

Or this. 

{Prone vocem^ mens, canaram. No. 67.) 

Now, my soul, thy voice upraising, 

Sing aloud in moum^l strain 
Of tlie sorrows most amazing, 

And the agonizing pain, 

Which our Saviour, 

Sinless bore, for sinners slain. 

He the ruthless scourge enduring, 

Bansom for our sins to pay. 
Sinners by his own stripes curing, 

Raising those who wounded lay. 
Bore our sorrows. 

And removed our pains away. 

He to liberty restored us 

By the very bonds he bare, 
And his nail-pierced limbs afford us 

Each a stream of mercy rare. 
Us they fasten 

To the cross, and keep us there. 

When his painful life was ended. 
Then the spear transfixed his side. 

Blood and water thence descended. 
Pouring forth a double tide : 

This to cleanse us, 
That to heal us, is applied. 



GOOD FSIDAT. 

Jeso, may thy promued hieaang 
Comfort to onr souls affoid, 

3fay we, now thy lore poasesaii^ 
And at lei^th onr fiill rewsid. 
Ever praise Thee, 
Aa onr erer-giorions Lord. 



EAKTEB SUNDAY. 



(Adetie ceditum chart. Ko. 68.) 

CouB, thou blest angelic throiig, 
Join with us in joyAd Bong ; 
Christ OUT Sariour, on this day 
Cost the bonds of death away. 

All in run around his tomb 
Watched the soldiers through the glooi 
All in Tain His craf^ foes 
Hought with seals the dooi to dose. 

Idle fears ! no thief will come 
To remore him from the ttmib : 
He, who gave himself to death. 
Can himself resume bis breath. 

On the cross the senseless crowd 
Saw him hang, and laughed aloud ; 
" Now come down," they cried, " and w 
Will believe that thou art He." 



EASTER SUNDAY. 77 



But thou didst thy Father s will 
Even to the death fulfil : 
Xhou didst not the offering shun. 
Priest and Victim, all in one. 

So upon the cross he stayed, 
And within the tomh was laid : 
Now he leaves that dark abode, 
Hail Him as the Son of God. 

Amen. 



Matins. 

{Aurora caelum purpurat. No. 69.) 

This holy mom, so fair and bright, 

Shall hear our praises swell : 
For oh, what joy prevails on earth. 

What wild despair in hell ! 

This mom our mighty King arose 

From death's infernal cave, 
And many a saint, to welcome Him, 

Hath left his ancient grave. 

In vain they sealed his sepulchre, 
And watched around his tomb, — 

The Lord hath gained the victory. 
And death is overcome. 

Then weep no more at death's dark power. 

Let no more tears be shed : 
For why ! the vanquisher of death 

Is risen from the dead. 




78 EA8TBB 8UMDAT. 

Oh, Jesn ! may we ever lire 
From sin and sorrow free : 

Then let us ever die to sin, 
And ever live to Thee. 



Amen. 



Hymn I, 




Since Christ, our passover, is slain, 

A sacrifice for all, 
Let all with thankful hearts agree. 

To keep the festival. 

Not with the leaven, as of old. 

Of sin and malice fed. 
But with unfeigned sincerity, 

And truth's unleavened hread. 

Christ being raised by power diyine, 
And rescued from the grave. 

Shall die no more ; death shall on Him 
No more dominion have. 

For that He died, 'twas for our sins 
He once vouchsafed to die ; 

But that He lives, He lives to God, 
For all eternity. 

So count yourselves as dead to sin. 

But graciously restored. 
And made henceforth alive to God, 

Through Jesus Christ our Lord. 



BASTER SUNDAY. 79 



Hymn II. 

Christ firom the dead is raised, and made 

The first fruits of the tomb : 
For as by man came death, by man 

Did resurrection come. 

For as in Adam all mankind 

Did guilt and sin derive, 
So by the righteousness of Christ 

Shall all be made alive^ 

If then ye risen are with Christ, 

Seek only how to get 
The things that are above, where Christ 

At God's right hand doth sit. 



Hymn III. 



Jesus Christ is risen to-day. 
Our triumphant holiday : 
Who did once, upon the cross 
Suffer to redeem our loss. 
Alleluia ! 

Hymns of praise then let us sing 
Unto Christ, our heavenly King ; 
Who endured the cross and grave. 
Sinners to redeem and save. 
Allduia ! 



80 EASTER SUNDAY. 

But the pain which he endured 
Our salvation hath secured ; 
Now above the sky he's King, 
Where the angels ever sing. 
Alleluia ! 




EVEXSONG. 

{Forti tegente brachio.) No. 70. 

Protected by the Almighty hand, 
We traversed safe the severed main : 

No more we see the Egyptian land, 
No more we feel the tyrant's chain. 

Oh ! then, to God, with one accord, 
Be joyful thanks and homage paid : 

And let us come before the Lord, 
In robes of innocence arrayed. 

Yes, let us at Ilis table meet. 

And banquet at his feast of love : 
So shall our soul, with transport beat, 

And God's own presence sweetly prove. 

Christ is our Paschal Lamb to-day, 
To Him the Christian looks for food : 

Nor will the avenging angel slay 

Those who are sprinkled with his blood. 

Oh, Victim, worthy of the sky, 

Beneath whose power death vanquished fef ^ ' 
Who saved mankind from misery. 

And burst the dungeon-gates of hell ! 



EASTER SUNDAY. 81 

Oh ! praise the Father, and the Son, 
Who bids us welcome to the skies, 

And Holy Ghost, by whom alone 
We share the Saviour's victories. 



ASCENSION DAY. 

NOCTURN. 

(JSaluits humanae Sator, No. 71 •) 

Oh, Jesu, Lord of heavenly grace. 
Redeemer of our guilty race, 
To Thee our faithful eyes we bend, 
The saint's delight, the sinner's friend ! 

What wondrous love prevailed on Thee, 
The bearer of our sins to be : . 
Thyself in sacrifice to give 
That sinners might not die, but live! 

Now crushed is Satan's doleful reign, 
And shivered is the tyrant's chain ; 
And Thou art in thy meet abode, 
A conqueror on the throne of God. 

Oh! let thy mercy then prevail, 
To heal the losses we bewail : 
Oh! cheer as with thy beaming face, 
Enrich us with thy gifts of grace. 

G 



82 AflCENSIOX DAT. 

Be thou our passage to the ikieay 
I3e thou the goal hefore onr ejes. 
Our present joj, to dry our tears, 
Our future prize, for endless years. 



Matins. 



(Opus peregisti iuam. No. 72.) 

Rrdkrmer ! now thy work is done ! 
Death owns thy power, the prize is won ! 
And now once more we see thee rise, 
lictuming to thy native skies. 

A radiant cloud is now thy seat. 
And earth lies stretched heneath thy feet : 
While myriads, in their bright array, 
Attend thee homeward on thy way. 

Dnsido the oYcrlosting gates 

TIio angcl-hoHt enraptured w£dts : 

I To comes, he comes, and Gh)d's high throne 

lleccivcs at length the Holy One. 

Tlierc, Jcsu, thou hast never ceased 
To be our friend, our great high priest : 
Pleading in our behalf thy blood, 
That holy reconciling flood. 

And thence the Church, thy chosen bride, 
With spiritual gifts supplied, 
Through all her members draws from Tliee 
Her hidden life of sanctity. 



AfiCENSION DAT. 8^ 

And thence, when perils close around, 
Thou makest us maintain our ground : 
Tis thj right arm subdues our foes, 
Thy hand the victor's prize bestows. 

All praise to Jesus Christ be given, 
The conqueror who returns to heaven : 
With praise exalt, ye heavenly host, 
The Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 



Evensong. 
(Jesu^ nostra^ redemptio. No. 73.) 

Christ, our hope, our heart's desire. 

Redemption's only spring ; 
Creator of the world art thou. 
Its Saviour and its King. 

How vast the mercy and the love 
Which laid our sins on Thee : 

And led Thee to a cruel death. 
To set thy people free ! 

But now the bonds of death are burst, 
Hie ransom has been paid : 

And Thou art on thy Father's throne. 
In glorious robes arrayed. 

Oh, may thy mighty love prevail 

Our sinful souls to spare ! 
Oh, may we come before Thy throne. 

And find acceptance there ! 



H6 SUMDAT AFTBB ABCEVSIOK DAT. 

But lo ! the Gross, which once the Jew 
And Gentile dared despise. 

The saint's delight, the sinner's scorn. 
Shines brightly in the sides. 

That cross those wicked men behold, 
But find no mercj there : 

It only serves to seal their fisUe, 
And heighten their despair. 

Lord, may we never to such guilt. 
Or to such downfall come ! 

Oh, save us from the sinner s path. 
And from the sinner's doom! 

Oh, future Judge, to thy great name 

All glory we afford ! 
The Father, and the Holy Ghost 

Be equally adored. 



Evensong. 

(Nobis Olympo redditus. No. 76-) 

Ou, Christ, who hast prepared a place 
For us around thy throne of grace, 
We pray thee, lif^ our hearts above. 
And draw them with the cords of lore! 

Source of all good, thou, gracious Lord, 
Art our exceeding great reward ; 
How transient is our present pain 
How boundless our eternal gain! 



SUNDAY AFTER ASCENSION DAY. 8? 

With open face and joyful heart 
We then shall see thee as thou art : 
Our love shall never cease to glow, 
Our praise shall never cease to flow. 

Thy never-failing grace to prove, 
A surety of thine endless love. 
Send down thy Holy Ghost, to be 
The raiser of our souls to Thee. 

future Judge, Eternal Lord, 
Thy name be hallowed and adored: 
To God the Father, king of heaven, 
And Holy Ghost, like praise be given. 

Amen. 



WHITSUNDAY. 

Eve. 

(0 Christiy qui noster polL No. 77* ) 

O Jesu, who art gone before 
To thy blest realms of light. 

Oh, thither may our spirits soar. 
And wing their upward flight ! 

Make us to those delights aspire, 
WTiich spring from love to Thee, 

Which pass the carnal heart's desire, 
Which faith alone can see. 



B8 WHITSUNDAY. 

When to his saints as their reward. 
Himself Jehoyah gives, 

And thus its all-sufficient Lord 
The £uthfiil soul receires. 

To guide us to thy glories, Lord, 

To lift us to the sky, 
Oh, may thy Holy Ghost be poured 

Upon us from on high ! 

Praise to the Father and the Son, 
Who dwells aloft in heaven ; 

And to the Spirit, Three in One, 
Let equal praise be given. 



NOCJTURN I. 

{Suprema rector ccelitum. No. 78.) 

RtTLER of the hosts of light. 
Death hath yielded to thy might. 
And thy blood hath marked a road, 
Which will lead us back to Grod. 

From thy dwelling-place above. 
From thy Father's throne of love. 
Look upon us here below. 
Do not leave us in our woe. 

Now thou sittest on thy throne. 
By thy death thy sorrows won. 
Now perform the promise given. 
Send the Holy Ghost from heaTen. 



WHISTUNDAY. 89 



Praise the Son, who reigns on high 
With the Father, in the sky : 
And the Holy Ghost adore, 
rhree in One, for evermore. 



Amen. 



NOCTURN II. 

(Venij Superne Spiritus, No. 79.) 

CoBfE, Holy Ghost, thou source of good ! 
For lo ! the world, hy Jesus* hlood 
Relieved from guilt, from hondage free, 
Now pants for grace, and longs for thee. 

Accomplish now the promise given 
By Christ when he returned to heaven : 
With holy love our hearts inspire. 
And cleanse them with thy sacred fire. 

Our grief is great : our Lord is gone : 
And we are helpless and alone ; 
Oh, pity our deserted state. 
And do not leave us desolate ! 

The truth, till now concealed in shade, 
And only to a few conveyed, 
Oh, far and wide that truth reveal. 
That all mankind its power may feel. 

Oh ! may the unction from above 
Anoint us sdl with holy love : 
Thy tidings to our hearts declare. 
And write thy law for ever there. 



90 WHITSUNDAY. 

Now to the Father and the Son, 
Be equal praise and glory done : 
And to the Spirit, source of love, 
Be praise on earth, and praise ahove 



Matins. 

(Audimur^ alma Spiritus, No. 80.) 

Our prayer is heard : the holj Dove, 
Sent from the Father's breast above, 
Brings down to mortal man's abode 
The gifts, the promised gifts of God. 

And oh, what wonders were displayed. 
When He on earth his entrance made ! 
A blast, loud rushing through the sky 
Gave notice that the Lord was nigh. 

And then the Holy Spirit came 
In form of fast descending flame. 
And rested on the assembled choir, 
Like cloven tongues of living fire. 

And those bright flames, thus gently she( 
On each apostle's hallowed head, 
Within their hearts and senses pour 
A life and strength unknown before. 

Amazed the Gentiles stand around. 
And listen to the varied sound : 
Each hears the Gospel's glad command 
In accents of his native land. 



WHITSUNDAY. 91 

And while the word is preached aloud, 
The Spirit fills the assembled crowd : 
Fresh prophets thus on every side, 
And holy men are multiplied. 

Now to the Father and the Son 
Be everlasting glory done, 
And to the Spirit, who inspires 
Our hearts with his celestial fires. 



The Third Hour, or Nine o'clock. 
(Feni Creator, Spiritus. No. 81.) 

Come, Holy Ghost, Creator, come. 

Inspire the souls of thine. 
Till every heart which thou hast made . 

Is filled with grace divine. 

Thou art the Comforter ; the gift 

Of God, and fire of love. 
The everlasting spring of joy, 

And unction from above. 

Thy ^fts are manifold: thou writest 
God's laws in each true heart ; 

The promise of the Father, thou 
Dost heavenly speech impart. 

Enlighten our dark souls, till they 

Thy sacred love embrace : 
Assist our minds, by nature frail, 

With thy celestial grace. 



92 WHITSUNDAY. 

Drive far from us the mortal foe, 
And give us peace within ; 

That by thy guidance blest, we may 
Escape the snares of sin. 

Teach us the Father to confesss. 
And Son, from death revived. 

And with them both. Thee, Holy Ghost, 
Who art from both derived. 

With Thee, O Father, therefore may 
The Son, our gracious Lord, 

And sacred Comforter, one God, 
For ever be adored. 

Amen. 



TRINITY SUNDAY. 

Matins. 
{Ter sanctCy ter potens Deus, No. 82.) 

Thrice holy God, of wondrous might, 

O Trinity of love divine, 
To thee belongs unclouded light. 

And everlasting joys are thine. 

About thy throne dark clouds abound, 
About thee shine such dazzling rays^ 

That angels, as they stand around 
Are fain to tremble as they gaze. 



TRINITY SUNDAY. 93 

Thy new-bom people, gracious Lord, 
Confess thee in thine own great name ; 

By hope they taste the rich reward, 
Which faith already dares to claim. 

Father, may we thy laws fulfil, 

Blest Son, may we thy precepts learn ; 

And thou, blest Spirit, guide our will. 
Our feet unto thy pathway turn. 

Yea, Father, may thy will be done. 
And may we thus thy name adore, 

Together with thy blessed Son, 
And Holy Ghost, for evermore. 

Amen. 



Evensong. 
(0 luce qui tud lates. No. 83.) 

THOU who dwellest bright on high. 
Thou ever-blessed Trinity ! 
Thee we confess, in thee believe. 
To thee with pious heart we cleave. 

Father, by thy saints adored, 
Son of God, our blessed Lord, 
Holy Spirit, who dost join. 
Father and Son with love divine. 

We see the Father in the Son, 
And with the Father Christ is* one ; 
The Holy Ghost, the Paraclete, 
In both resides, in both complete. 



M 



For God die FadMi; God ike Sob, 
Asd God tfae Hoi J Glkoot are oim : 
All duee one UoKd tmtk mffrorty 
All diree oompofe <ne bol j love 

To God die Fadier, God die Son, 
And Hoi J Ghost, be glory done ; 
One God Ahniglity we adne, 
Widi heart and roioe, fox eTermore. 




SAINTS' DAYS. 



ST. PAUL. 

Matins. 
(Quos in hostes, Saule^ tendis. No. 84.) 

'Gainst what foemen art thou rushing, 
Saul, what madness drives thee on ? 

Innocents in fiiry crushing, 
Children of the sinless One ; 

Oh, how shortly 

Shall He make Eds vengeance known ! 

See the Lord, from heaven descending. 
Smites him, hlinds him, lays him low : 

See the persecutor hending 
Humhly, meekly to the blow. 

See him rising 

Friend to Christ, no longer foe. 

Breathing slaughter, chains preparing. 
Oh! how fierce his anger burned : 

Now that he has lost his daring, 
And the Gospel truth has learned. 

The destroyer 

Now into a lamb is turned. 



S ST. PAUL. 

Christ, thy power is man's salyatioii. 
And thy love is here made known : 

He who wrought such desolation 
That thy cause might he o'erthrown, 

Now converted, 

flakes that sac;red cause his own. 

Praise the Father, Grod of heaven. 
Him who reigns supreme on high : 

Praise the Son, for sinners given 
Both to suffer and to die : 

Praise the Spirit, 

Who prepares us for the sky. 



Evensong. 

{Pastore percusso^ minas. No. 85.) 

The shepherd slain, the wolf returns. 
Against the fold his anger hums : 
He now hegins, with blindfold shock. 
To scatter and destroy the flock. 

But when there meets him on the road 
The voice of his upbraiding God, 
His wrath at once those words remove, 
Exchanged for faith and holy love. 

Now meek and gentle, foe no more. 
He tends the flock he smote before. 
In captive bonds the captor led. 
The haughty victor bows his head. 



ST. PAUL. 97 

thou, who with a word hast sttewn 
The lofty trees of Lehanon, 
Thou, whose resistless grace hath howed 
The haughty spirit of the proud, 

Thou, Shepherd, lift thine hand to cnush 
All foes that on thy sheep-fold rush : 
And turn us back, whenever we stray, 
And lead us on thine own good way. 

And now to God, the Three in One 
Be highest praise and glory done. 
Who calleth us from sin's dark night, 
To walk in his eternal light. 



AN APOSTLE. 

NOCTURN. 

{Supreme quales arbiter^ No. 86.) 

"What feeble instruments, O Lord, 

Fulfil thy wond'rous plan ; 
How mean the channels, which conrey 

Thy grace to sinful man 1 

Yes, frail the vessels, but within 
The heavenly torch is laid ; 

Which only waits Thy word to burst 
Like lightning through the shade. 



IMi 



Aarii 'tar auNT <nm c&oc gssus- ROKCffv 

AtA Aiwr 8i> fML die- Hans' m Obcv 
Bi^ lag^^tam. pfsoMr and cimj 
Wftk> ftklMft ms frsai urn's dak 
T<> vaik in Ids euxmal h^x. 



AXXUNXTATION. 

Matins. 
( PuUum Mupemis sedtbus. No. 80.) 

t/irta iima the fallen human race 

In Nj'nful darkness laid, 
And ignorant of the way to life, 

[n hopcflcss vranderings strayed. 

Hut now their King on earth descends 
To tf»n('h the way to hearen, 

Tt) fi'trh poor exiles hack to God, 
ItimNclf to exile given. 

lie ^Himen to wanderers here helow 

\\\n Kuecour to afford : 
Uimnelf the ym.y^ liimself the life, 

Uimiiclf their great reward. 



ANNUNCIATIOW. 101 

Eternal God, 'within the veil 

Of human flesh confined, 
Oh ! may thy truth its heams unfold 

To every fsdth^l mind ! 

Redeemer of the world, to Thee 

All glory we afford. 
The Father and the Holy Ghost 

Be equally adored. 



Evensong. 

{HiBC ilia solemnis dies. No. 90.) 

This is the day, the solemn day, 
Which God appointed to convey 
Such news as made our sorrows cease. 
Glad news of mercy and of peace. 

Our parents' guilt, our parents' fall. 
To certain deatii consigned us all : 
From certain death mankind to save, 
His only Son Jehovah gave. 

Yes! He who was th' Etemsd's Son, 
E'er time had yet its course hegun. 
Our life of pain and weakness bore. 
Nor did the Virgin's womb abhor. 

He took on him our mortal state. 
That he might bear the sinner's fate, 
That so his blood, in ransom given, 
Might take away the wrath of heaven. 
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Yet! He, the infinite great Qod, 
In human fleah awhile abode : 
That we might high in gloiy dwell. 
He came as onr Immanoel. 

Redeemer of the world, to thee 
All praise and gloij rendered be : 
And to the Father, King of hearen. 
And Holy Ghost, all praise be giTen. 



AN EVANGELISTS DAY. 

Matins. 
(Since sub alto vertice. No. 91.) 

The law on Sinai's fiery height, 
'Mid thnnderings was given : 

The lightning flash, the trumpet clang 
Bespoke the God of heaven. 

But now a veil of human flesh 
Around his brightness thrown. 

Our God in milder beams arrayed, 
To favoured man is shown. 

The stone-writ law no strength could gl^ 

Its precepts to fulfil : 
The Gospel law converts the heart, 

And sanctifies the will. 
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This Gospel law your faithful hands 

And fidthful lips revealed ; 
Commended by your holy lires, 

And by your life-blood sealed. 

And, oh ! may these your words of life, 
Which Gk)d's own hand hath traced, 

By him be written on our hearts, 
And never be effaced ! 

Amen. 



Evensong. 

{Chrisit perennes nuntii. No. 92.) 

Heralds of Christ, to every age. 
Who open wide the Gospel page. 
Unfolding all the wondrous plan 
Of love divine to sinful man. 

The mysteries, which beneath the law 

The holy Prophets dimly saw, 

Ye now behold in open day. 

For Christ removes these shades away. 

The woes he bore, the words he taught. 
The wondrous miracles he wrought, 
All this ye wrote, as God decreed. 
That all posterity might read. 

The self-same Spirit was your guide. 
On him your faithful minds relied ; 
Oh ! may that Spirit still be given 
To teach our hearts the laws. of heaven ! 



104 AN BYANGELIST^fl DAT. 

Oh ! piaise the Father, praise the Soiv 
Who victory o'er the grave hath won^ 
Ajid to the Spirit praise be given 
By all on earth, and all in heaven. 



ST. PHILIP AND ST. JAMES. 

NOCTXTBN. 

{Proedicta Christi mors adesi. Now 93.) 

At length draws near the long-expected day^ 
But, oh! ye saints, your anxious fears remove; 

For though no more on earth your Lord will stay^ 
Ye lose his presence, but retain his love. 

Oh ! then be strong, and fortify your hearts, 
The vain contentions of the world despise ; 

In God's good time the wintiy storm departs, 
And days of tranquil sunshine shall arise. 

Though now ye weep, ye soon shall weep no more, 
The hand of God himself your tears shall dry. 

When sinners, now triumphant, shall deplore 
Their short-lived joys, their endless misery. 

Then He who put your human nature^on. 
The power of death by dying to destroy, 

Shall bid you eome, and welcome to his throne^ 
To see his glory, and to share his joy. 



ST. PHILIP AND ST. JAMES. }05 

Then, Jeso, grant us now to die with Thee, 
With new-bom hearts, oh ! grant us now to rise. 

That so the world's vain pleasures we may flee, 
And fix our hearts, our treasure, in the skies. 

Now to the Father, and his only Son, 

Who conquered death, and reigns supreme in 
heaven, 
And to the Holy Spirit, Three in One, 

All praise and glory eyermore be given. 



Matins. 

{Dum morte victor obrutd. No. 94.) 

The Lord hath burst the bonds of death. 
And triumphed o'er the grave. 

Once more your Master ye behold, 
Who died your souls to save. 

Remember how with joyful hearts 
Ye swelled his faithful train, 

And listened to the wondrous things 
Of His eternal reign. 

But when He told you of the cross, 
The woes he first must bear, 

Your fearful love too soon consigned 
Your hearts to sad despair. 



JOB 9r. PHILIP AXD ST. J. 



Oh ! smelj 'twas ordained for Him, 

As Son of man to die, 
That He might triumph orer death. 

As Son of Crod most high. 

O Lord, we pray thee, be thou still 

Our teacher from abore : 
Instruct our hearts to know thee well. 

And as we know, to love. 

Now to the Father, and the Son, 
Who reigns supreme in heaven. 

And Holy Spirit, Three in One, 
Be endless glory giren. 



Evensong. 
(Natug parenti redditus. No. 95.) 

Tub Son, upon His Father's throne. 

Is still your constant friend, 
And soon, like fire, upon your hearts, 

His Spirit shall descend. 

Thus fitted for your heavenly task. 

He sends you forth abroad, 
To sound the glorious trumpet-note, 

And call mankind to God. 

[TTis He will fortify your hearts, 

Whatever toils betide, 
Though dark the way, and rough the path, 

With foes on every side. 
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Though tyrants rage, though sinners sco£P, 
Their scorn, their threats, how vain 

To those, for whom to lire is Christ, 
For whom to die is gain ! 

May steadfast faith, may joyful hope. 

And never-failing love. 
Remove your fears, console your hearts, 

And lift your souls ahove ! 

To God the Father, God the Son, 

Who calls us to the sky. 
And to the Holy Ghost, be praise 

To all eternity*. 



* The feast of St. Philip and St. James always comes 
between Easter and Whit Sunday ; in' the course of those 
fifty days, during which our Lord, after his rising from the 
dead, and before his ascension, showed himself to his dis- 
ciples, and spoke to them of the things appertaining to the 
kingdom of God. Accordingly, each of these hymns refer 
to these particular circumstances. The first consoles the 
discipies under the prospect of their Lord's departure ; the 
second reminds them of the glorious consequences of his 
death ; and the third sets forth to them their glorious career, 
as the publishers of his Gospel all oyer the world. 
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HI. MICHAEL AM) ALL ANGELS. 

{CkriMif tfui ttedeg Olympa, No. 96.) 

O Cfi&lfX, who in bearcn 

liatit made -dime abode, 
To wkom '^b/ert is pren. 

JUJbe gloij witii Grod, 
Before Thae awemble 

Tb« npiriti <^ ligbty 
Tbx>u inakevt tbem tremble, 

Beeaune of thy might : 
Ob I may we, combiniiig 

Our own feeble lays. 
Now plea«e thee by joming 

Their chorus of praue. 

Among them appeareth 

Thy champion, Lord, 
Tha victor that beareth 

The glittering sword : 
The sword that he wielded 

Ho stoutly in fight, 
Wlien the fierce dragon yielded 

To his greater might : 
Who, when against heaven 

He dared to rebel, 
With his armies was driven 

To nethermost helL 
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The cHef place thou hearest 

The spirits among, 
Thou, Michael, fairest 

Of all the hright throng : 
Bound God's seat in gloiy 

Ye all are arrayed, 
And ever hefore ye 

His counsels are laid : 
The courses of nature 

Ye order full well : 
Ye hear every creature 

To heaven or to hell. 

The heirs of salvation 

Your succour receive, 
And strong consolation, 

Whenever they grieve : 
When sickness assails us. 

Ye save us from fear, 
When the breath of life fails us, 

Ye still hover near ; 
And so when, life ended. 

Our spirits take flight, 
By you they're attended 

To regions of light. 

Oh 1 let the Creator 

Our praises embrace. 
The Father of nature. 

The Father of grace : 
The like adoration 

To him be assigned, 



MO, ST. MICHAEL AND ALL AN6EL8. 

Who purchased salyation 

And life for mankind : 
And let equal praises 

The Spirit extol, 
Who comforts and raises 

And strengthens the soul. 

Amen. 



ALL SAINTS. 

{Spousa Christiy quce per orhem. No. W.) 

Spouse of Christ, to whom 'tis given, 
For thy Lord to strive and die, 

Chant aloud the song of heaven, 
Sing the triumph of the sky. 

Let this festive day combining 
Saints below with saints above, 

Hear them all their voices joining. 
Fraught with melody and love. 

Leader of the ransomed nation, 

See the Virgin's holy Son, 
Who was slain for our salvation. 

Who for us the victory won. 

See the ministering spirits, 
All the blessed angelic throng, 

Praising their Creator s merits 
In a never-failing song. 



ALL SAINTS. Ill 

Princes of the host of heaven, 
See the twelve the chorus swell, 

Who, with power by Jesus given. 
Judge the tribes of Israel. 

See each life-despising martyr 

Holds his blood-stained vest on high. 

Who rejoiced his life to barter 
For a treasure in the sky. 

See the faithful, all collected, 

Happy in their blessed abode. 
Who the world's vain joys rejected 

For their Saviour and their God* 

All with joy their voices rearing, 

Glory to their God proclaim, 
His thrice-mighty power declaring. 

Praising his thrice-holy name. 

Happy saints, with every blessing. 

Every joy your God can give. 
Oh ! may we, such peace possessing. 

Now in holy union live ! 

May we ever walk before Him 

Here on earth in faithful love : 
May we see him, and adore Him, 

After death in realms above ! 

Amen. 



FOR PARTICULAR OCCASIONS. 



FOR A MINISTER. 
{Jesu, sacerdotum decus. No. 98,) 

O Christ, who art our Pastor's Lord, 
His faithful guide, his sure reward, 
This day at once commenced shall be 
Our prayers for him, his toil for thee. 

That he his love to thee may show, 
And thy great love to him may know, 
Thou hast deputed him to keep 
A portion of thine own dear sheep. 

*Tis his to know them, and to lead 
To pastures where their souls may feed : 
'Tis theirs to follow, and receive 
The food of life his hands shall give. 

'Tis his to search both night and day 
For the poor sheep that go astray. 
And if he find them, to restore. 
That they may go astray no more. 

He guards the fold from beasts of prey. 
And drives the cruel wolves away : 
He loves his sheep, and will not fly. 
Prepared to fight, resided to die. 
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Oh ! may the shepherd and the flock 
Secure heneath th' eternal Bock, 
Be happy here in faithful lore 
Until they join the fold ahoye ! 



FOB A DEPABTED SAINT. 

NOCTURN. 

{Summi pusillus grex Patris. No. 99.) 

I^HOU little flock, whose Shepherd is ahove, 

From sinful fears your wayering mind refrain : 

Are ye not now partakers of his loye ? 
Are ye not partners of his future reign ? 

How many saints, who now surround his throne, 
Were once, like you, with cares and sorrows 
worn; 
Their griefs unnoticed, and their joys unknown, 
They dared not murmur, and they would not 
mourn. 

They hore the cherished burden of the cross. 
And thus the strait and nai¥ow way they trod : 

Through many a doubtful contest, many a loss. 
Still slowly struggling on their way to God. 

The inward bursts of passion or of pride. 

They sought with prayer and watching to subdue, 

With many a comfort, to themselyes denied, 
The path of indigence they loyed to strew. 



116 FOE A DCPABIBD tAIlfT. 

Eternal Father of the world. 
Eternal Son, oar glorious Lord, 
Eternal Spirit, praise to thee, 
Now, and to all etemitj. 



FOR A YOUNG WOMAN. 

(0 Virgo^ pectus cut sacrum. No. 102.) 

Blrst child of God, thy hallow'd soul 

From earthly ties set free, 
Soon felt God's grace a source of lore 

And holy joy in thee. 

Deceitfiil pleasure ne'er could lead 

Thy steadfast steps astray : 
For thou wast ever following 

Where Jesus led the way. 

So soon, so well, thy heart was taught 

The Virgin-horn to prize, 
That thou for him wast well content 

Things earthly to despise. 

How blest thy lot, to whom, e'en now, 
Among God's saints 'tis giren, 

To listen to their songs of praise, 
To soe thy Lord in hearen ! 

To OiA the Father, God the Son, 

And God the Holy Ghost, 
A.II gloiy be from saints on earth. 

And from the angd-liost 
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FOR A HOLY WOMAN. 
(^Ardet Deo quasfemina. No. 103.) 

The loying heart, the hounteous hand 
In Tain would shrink from fame : 

The poor around her threshold stand, 
And loudly hless her name. 

To all the calls of deep distress 
Her daily thoughts attend ; 

A mother to the motherless, 
To friendless maids a friend. 

Each child of sorrow she relieres, 

She does it, Lord, to thee ; 
Herself of comforts she hereares. 

That they supplied may he. 

At home with her true peace remains, 
And marks her steps ahroad, 

Thus eyeiywhere she still maintains 
Tlie honour of her Gk>d. 

To the great Father of the Word, 

To the co-equal Son, 
And Holy Spirit, endless praise 

And glory shall he he done. 
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AT THE DEATH OF A HOLY WOMA 

{Oh! Jam beata^ quas suo. No. 104.) 

Oh! happy the departed saint, ' 

From earthly bonds set free, 

At length in chains of endless lore 
United, Lord, to thee. 

The steps by which she rose on high, 
Are not concealed from you ; 

These steps, ye mothers and ye maids, 
With earnest zeal pursue. 

And we, too, will with care obserre 

The way that she hath trod, 
For men full well may learn of her 

How they may live to God. 

Then kindle in our hearts, O Lord, 

That same celestial fire. 
And with the love that she displayed, 

Do thou our souls inspire. 

To the great Father of the Word, 

To the co-equal Son, 
And to the Spirit, endless praise 

And glory shall be done. 



119 

DEDICATION OF A CHURCH. 

Matins. 

(Urbs Jerusalem beata. No. 105.) 

O CITY of our God, 

Jerusalem the blest ! 
Thou glorious abode 
Of holy joy and rest ; 

To sing thy praise, 
The angel throng, 
In joyful song, 
Their voices raise. 

Thou comest from the sky. 
In robes of royal pride ; 
Thy husband the Most High, 
And thou his chosen bride : 
All shining bright 
With purest gold. 
Thy streets unfold 
A glorious sight. 

Thy holy gates are decked 

With pearls of beauty rare, 
And none but God's elect 
Can be admitted there. 
Who undergo 
Sorrow and shame. 
For Jesus' name, 
On earth below. 
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Thj liTiog ftones are they, 

Bj renoyating grace 
Prepared for Christ to lay 
In their appoinied place : 

There they will stay. 
Honoured and loyed. 
Ne'er to he mored 
From thence away. 

Praise to the God of hearen. 

Praise to His only Son : 
And praise to him he giyen 
Who joins them hoth in one : 
The Holy Dore, 
Who makes them meet 
For the hlest seat 
Of God ahoye. 




Evensong. 
{Angulare Jundamentum, No. 106.) 

Christ is onr comer-stone. 
On him alone we huild ; 
With his true saints alone 
The courts of heaven are filled. 
On his great love 
Our hopes we place 
Of present grace 
And joys ahove. 
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Oh ! then with hymns of praise 

These hallowed courts shall ring : 
Our Toices we will raise 
The Three in One to sing, 

And thus proclaim 
In joyful song, 
Both loud and long, 
That glorious name. 

Here, gracious God, do thou 
For evermore draw nigh ; 
Accept each faithful prayer, 
And mark each suppliant sigh : 
In copious shower, 
On all who pray, 
Each holy day 
Thy hlessings pour. 

Here may we gain from hearen 
The grace which we implore, 
And may that grace, once given, 
Be with us evermore. 

Until that day 
When all the hlest 
To endless rest 
Are called away. 

Praise to the God of heaven. 

Praise to his only Son, 
And praise to Him he given 

Who joins them both in one : 
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The holy Doye, 
Who makes us meet 
For the blessed seat 
Of God aboTe. 




PENITENTIAL HYMN. 
(Dies ircBy dies ilia. No. 1O70 

Oh, that day of wrath dismaying. 
Banner of the cross displaying, 
Heaven and earth in ashes laying ! 

Who shall then refrain from fearing, 
When the Judge, in clouds appearing, 
Cometh for the awfiil hearing ? 

Hark ! the trump with Yoice astounding. 
Through the hollow graves rebounding. 
The tremendous summons^ sounding ! 

See the world with terror shaken, 
When each creature shall awaken. 
That his trial may be taken. 

See the book, wherein collected, 
lie the sins of each detected. 
With their final doom connected. 



See the Judge his sentence giving, 
Nothing undiscovered leaving. 
All their righteous, doom receiving. 



PENITENTIAL HYMN. 123 

What shall I he then replying, 
To what fHend for succour flying, 
When e'en saints for fear are sighing ? 

Thou, great King of all salyation. 
Source of love, and free salvation. 
Thou shalt hear my supplication. 

Oh ! rememher. Lord of heaven. 
Thou for me to death was given ; 
Shall I then to hell he driven ? 

Me with weary steps thou soughtest. 
Me with sufferings thou houghtest, 
Finish then the work thou wroughtest. 

Thou who righteously repayest. 
Save me, turn me, while thou mayest, 
While my doom thou yet delayest. 

Groanings from my heart out-hreaking, 
Blushes deep my shame hespeaking, 
I thy mercy. Lord, am seeking. 

Her the sinner thou forgavest. 
E'en the dying thief thou savest, 
Hope herein for me thou leavest. 

Prayer alone cannot retrieve me. 
But do thou in love forgive me. 
And from endless flames relieve me. 

With thy sheep do thou reward me, 
On thy right a place aflbrd me, 
From the goats in mercy ward me. 
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When th' aocuned, their sentence giten 
Are to dreadful torments driTen. 
Place m J ransomed sool in heayen. 

This I pray, deTOUtly sighing. 
Meekly on thy grace relying, 
Leare me not when I am dying. 

On that day of wrath appalling, 
When, the world around him felling, 
Man shall come hefore thy throne, 
Oh! may mercy then he shewn; 
Holy Jesu, Lord, we pray. 
May we rest with thee that day. 



THE FIRST OF MAY. 

{Te Deum Patrem colimus. No. ^108.) 

Almighty Father, just and good. 

We humbly seek thy face : 
We praise thee for our daily food. 

And for thy gifts of grace. 

Jesu! we thy name adore. 
Thou Son of God most high, 

Who once for us didst not abhor 
Within the womb to lie. 
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•Stretched on the cross, thou once didst how 

"Neath sin's tremendous load, 
^And thus, our only Sayiour, thou 

Didst hring us hack to Ood. 

And thou, hlest Spirit, shall he praised, 

Thou Comforter from hearen : 
To thee shall joyful songs he raised. 

And endless thanks he given. 

Triune Jehovah ! all unite, 

Here and in realms ahoye, 
To oelehrate thy matchless might. 

And thine eternal love. 
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HYMNS FOR THE HOLY COMMUNION. 



Hyain I. 

My God, and is thy table spread. 
And doth thy cup with lore o'erflow! 

Thither be all thy children led, 

And let them all thy sweetness know. 

Hail! sacred feast, which Jesus makes, 
Rich banquet of his flesh and blood, 

Thrice happy he, who here partakes 
That sacred stream, that heavenly food. 

Why are its dainties all in vain 
Before unwilling hearts displayed? 

Was not for you the victim slain. 
Are you forbid the children's bread? 

^ Oh, let thy table honoured be. 

And furnished well with joyful guests ; 
And may each soul salvation see, 
That here its sacred pledges tastes ! 

Let crowds approach, with hearts prepared. 
With hearts inflamed, let all attend : 

Nor when we leave our Father s board, 
The pleasure or the profit end. 



HYMN I. 127 

Jteyiye thy dying churches, Lord, 
And bid our drooping graces live ; 

And more, that energy afford 
A Saviour's blood alone can giye. 



Hymn II. 



Thou, God, all glory, honour, power. 

Art worthy to receive ; 
For all things by thy power were made, 

And by thy bounty live. 

And worthy is the Lamb, all power. 
Honour and wealth to gain. 

Glory and strength ; who for our sins 
A sacrifice was slain. 

All worthy Thou, who hast redeemed 

And ransomed us to Gt)d ; 
Prom every nation, every coast. 

By thy most precious blood. 

Blessing and honour, glory, power. 
By all in earth and heaven. 

To Him that sits upon the throne, 
And to the Lamb, be given. 
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Hymn III. 

All je, who faithful servants are 

Of our Almighty King, 
Both high and low, and gmall and great 

His praise devoutly sing. 

Let us rejoice and render thanks 

To his most holy name ; 
Rejoice, rejoice, for now is come 

The marriage of the Lamh. 

His bride herself hath ready made, 
How pure and white her dress ! 

Which is her saints' integrity. 
And spotless holiness. 

Oh ! therefore blessed is every one, 
Who to the marriage feast. 

And holy supper of the Lamb, 
Is made a welcome guest. 



LAMENTATION OF A SINNER. 

LoBD, turn not thy face away 
From him that lies prostrate. 

Lamenting sore his sinful life. 
Before thy mercy-gate. ^ 



LAMENTATION OF A SINNER. 129 

Which thou dost open wide to those 

Who do lament their sin: 
Oh! shut it not against me, Lord, 

But let me enter in. 

Call me not to a strict account. 

How I haye liyed here ; 
For then I know right well, Lord, 

How vile I shall appear. 

I need not to confess my life. 

For surelj thou canst tell 
What I have been : and what I am 

Thou knowest very well. 

O Lord, I need not to repeat 

What I do beg and crave, 
For thou dost know before I ask. 

The thing that I would have ; 

Mercy, good Lord, mercy I ask. 

This is the total sum : 
For mercy, Lord, is all my suit, 

Oh, let thy mercy come. 



Another. 



O Lord, in Thee is all my trust. 
Give ear unto my woful cry. 

Refuse not me that am unjust, 

But, bowing down thy heavenly eye. 



130 LAXE!fTATION OP A mflTEB. 

Behold how I do still lament 
My sins, wherein I do offend : 

O Jjord, for them shall I be shent. 
Since thee to please I do intend? 

Oh, no, not so thj will is hent. 

To deal with sinners in thioe ire. 
But when in heart thej shall repent, . 

Thoa grantest that which they desire ; 
To thee, therefore, I still shall ciy. 

To wash away my sinfnl crime : 
Thy blood, O Lord, is not yet dry. 

But that it may give hdp in time. 

Haste thee, O Lord, hasie thee, I say. 

To pour on me the gifts of grace : 
1liat when this life shall fleet away. 

In heayen with Thee I may hare place : 
Where thou dost reign eternally 

With God, our Saviour and our friend. 
Where angels sing continually 

^ Be praise to Thee, world without end. 



HYMN BEFORE SERMON- 

Come, Holy Spirit, God of might, 

The Comforter of all, 
Teach us to know thy word aright. 

That we may never fall. 



HYMN BEFORE SERMON. 1*^^ 

Lord, that givest thj holy word, 

Send preachers plenteouslj : 
That in the same we may accord, 

And therein live and die. 

Depart not from thy pastors pure, 

But aid them at their need, 
Who break to us the bread of life, 

Whereon our souls do feed. 

God of truth, maintain thy church 

In peace and unity : 
Keep us from sects and errors all. 

And 'from all heresy. 

Convert all those that are thy foes. 

And bring them to thy light. 
That they and we may well agree. 

And praise thee day and night. 

In our time give thy peace, Lord, 

To nations far and nigh : 
And teach them all thy word, that they 

May sing to thee most high. 

Amen. 
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IIYMM ECCLESIASTICL 



Hncrrs 1. 



Die, diemm principe 
Lax e tenebris enita: 
Chiistiis, sepulcri carcere 
Lux Tera mundi prodiit. 

£t mora, et horrendum Chaos, 
Vocem jubentis audiunt: 
Nos sordiores, Oh pudor, 
Deo pigebit obseqni? 

Umbris sepulta dam jacet 
Natura, lucis filii 
Suigamus et noctem piis 
Excrccamus canticis. 

Coelestis abnimpat tuba 
Cordis soporem languidi, 
Noyique mores exprimant 
Yitam resurgentis novam. 

Hoc consequemur, Te duce 
Fons caritatis, Oh Dens, 
Qui legis addis literse 
Yitsc datorem Spiritum. 



HTMNI ECCLESIASTICI. 133 

Sit laos Patri, laus Filio, 
Par sit tibi laus, Spiritus, 
Afflante quo mentes sacris 
Lucent et ardent ignibus. 



Hymnus 2. 



Ad templa nos rursus Tocat 
Surgentis aurorse nitor: 
Noyasque pro laeto monet 
Referre grates munere. 

At yictor auroram suo 
Fulgore Christus obruit; 
Huic, magna cujus pars sumus, 
Juvat triumpho plaudere. 

Quod evolutus fasciis 
Repente mundus extitit, 
Puro renidens lumine, 
Virtutis hoc quantse fuit! 

Quod traditum neci Pater 
Ut sontibus yitam daret 
Vit» redonat Pilium, 
Amoris hoc quanti ibit! 

^temus ut rerum Sator 
Aspexit orbem, protinus 
Colore depictum suo 
Probavit excellens opus. 



134 HYMNI ECCLE8IASTICI. 

At Isetius quanto obtulit 
Sese Patri spectaculum, 
Coelestis Agni candido 
Ablutus orbis sanguine. 

Cum luce nobis redditur 
Mundi renascentis decor; 
Occulta per quern numinis 
Mens surgit ad magnalia. 

At splendor setemi Patris 
Lumenque Cbristus cordium, 
Deum dat in se, quantus est. 
Sub nube camis cemere. 

Praesta, beata Trinitas, 
Ut legis ad facem tuas 
Vitemus omne quod retas, 
Sectemur omne quod jubes. 



Hymnus 3. 



Jam lucis orto sidere 
Deum precemur supplices. 
Nostras ut ipse dirigat 
Lux increata semitas. 

Nil lingua, nil peccet manus. 
Nil mens inane cogitet: 
In ore simplex yeritas, 
In corde regnet caritas. 



HYMNI EOCLBSUSTICI, 1^ 

IncQBpta dum fluet dies 
Oh Christe, custos pervigil, 
Quas saeyus hostis obsidet 
Portas tuere sensuum. 

Prsesta diumus ut tuae 
Subserriat laudi labor: 
Auctore quae te coepimus 
Da, te faFente, prosequL 

Superba ne nimis caro 
*^ Mente licenter imperet, 
Camis domet superbiam 
Potas cibique parcitasu 

Deo Patri sit gloria, 
•' Ejusque soli Filio, 

Sancto simul cum Spiritu 
Nunc et per omne seculum. 



Hymnus 4. 



Oh Fons Amoris, Spiritus, 
Oh sancte donorum Parens, 
Tuas refusus intimis 
Accende flammas cordibus. 

Qui caritatis vinculo 
Cum Patre nectis Filium, 
Et nos amoris mutui 
Arctis coapta nexibus. 
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Deo Patri sit gloria, 
Ejusque soli Filio, 
Sancto simul cum Spiritu 
Nunc et per omne seculum. 



Hymnus 5. 



Nunc sancte nobis Spiritus 
Unum Patri cum Filio, 
Dignare promptus ingeri 
Nostro reibsus pectori. 

Os, lingua, mens, sensus, yi( 
Confessionem penonent: 
Mammescat igne caritas, 
Accendat ardor proximos. 

Pnesta, Pater piissime, 
Patrique compar unice, 
Cum Spiritu Paraclito, 
Regnans per omne seculum. 



Hymnus 6. 



Jam solis excelsum Jubar 
Toto coruscat lumine: 
Sinusque pandens aureos 
Ignita yibrat spicula. 
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Tu Christe qui miindum tloySl 
Sol yerus, accendis face, 
Fac nostra plenam caritas 
Crescendo surgat ad diem. 

Deo Patri sit gloria, 
Ejusque soli Filio, 
Sancto simul cum Spiritu 
Nunc et per omne seculum. 



Hymnus 7. 



Rector potens, verax Deus, 
Qui temperas rerum vices, 
Splendore mane illuminans, 
Et ignibus meridiem: 

Extingue flammas litium, 
Aufer calorem noxium, 
Confer salutem corporum, 
Veramque pacem cordium. 

PwBsta, Pater piissime 
Patrique compar unice. 
Cum Spiritu Paraclito 
Regnans per omne seculum. 
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8. 



Labente jam solis roti, 
Indinat in noctem dies; 
^c rita supremam cito 
Festinat ad metam giadiL 

Oh Chiiste, dmn fixus craci 
Expandis orbi brachia, 
Amare da cmcem; tuo 
Da nos in amplexa mori. 

Deo Patri sit gloria 
Ejusque soli Filio, 
iSancto simnl cum Spiritu 
Nunc et per onrne seculum. 



Htmnus 9. 



Rerum Deus tenax yigor, 
Immotus in te permanens, 
Lucis diumse tempora 
Successibus determinans. 

Largire lumen vespere 
Quo vita nusquam decidat, 
Sed premium mortis sacrse 
Perennis instet gloria. 
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Prsesta, Pater piissime, 
Patrique compar Unice, 
Cum Spiritu Paraclito 
Regnans per omne seculum. 



Hymnus 10. 



Oh! luce qui mortalibus 
Lates inaccessa, Deus, 
Pr8Bsente quo sancti tremunt 
Nubimtque yultus Angeli. 

Hie, ceu profunda conditi 
Demergemur caligine : 
-^temus at noctem suo 
Fulgore depellet dies. 

Hunc nempe nobis pr«paras, 
Nobis reservas hunc diem: 
Quem yix adumbrat splendida 
Flammantis astri claritas. 

Moraris heu nimis diu, 
Moraris optatus dies: 
Ut te fruamur, noxii 
linquenda moles corporis. 

His cum soluta vinculis 
Mens evolarit, Oh Deus, 
Videre te, laudare te, 
Amare te, non desinet. 
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Ad omne nos apta bonum 
Foeciinda donis Trinitas! 
Fac lucis usuree breyi 
Sterna succedat dies. 



Hymnus 1]. 



Lucis Creator optime 
Lucem dierum proferens, 
Primordiis lucis noYse 
Mondi parans originem: 

Qni mane junctum vesperi 
Diem yocari prsBcipis; — 
Tetrum Chaos illabltur; 
Audi preces cum fletibus. 

Ne mens grayata crimine 
Vitae sit exul munere, 
Dum nil perenne cogitat, 
Seseque culpis illigat. 

Coelorum pulset ostium; 
Vitale tollat pr«mium: 
Vitemus omne noxium : 
Purgemus omne pessimum. 

Praesta, Pater piissime, 
Patrique compar unice, 
Cum Spiritu Paraclito 
Regnans per omne seculum. 
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Hymnus 12. 



In noctis umbra desides 
Dum somnus artus occupat, 
Ad te, Deus, fidelibus 
Mens excubat suspiriis. 

Desiderate gentibus, 
Verbum Patris, mundi salus, 
Audi preces gementium, 
Tandemque lapsos excita. 

Adsis, Redemptor, et tu£e 
Plebis relaxans crimina, 
Adse scelus quas clauserat, 
Reclude coelestes domos. 

Qui liberator advenis, 
Fili, tibi laus maxima, 
Cum Patre, cumque Spiritu, 
In sempitema secula. 



Hymnus 13. 



Mundi salus qui nasceris 
Jesu puer, nos respice; 
Da moribus castis tuam 
Referre nos infantiam. 
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Fessos diumo dum leyat 
Labore noctumus sopor, 
Defende, Pastor, bestiis 
Tuas ab infestis eyes. 

§ 

Qui natus es de Yirgine 
Jesu, tibi sit gloria, 
Cum Patre, cumque Spiritu, 
In sempitema secula. 



Hymnus 14. 



Grates peracto jam die 
Deus, tibi persolvimus: 
Pronoque dum nox incipit, 
Prostemimus vultu preces. 

Quod longa peccayit dies, 
Amarus expiet dolor: 
Somno gravatis ne noya 
Infligat hostis yulnera. 

Infestus usque circuit 
Quserens leo quem deyoret : 
Umbra sub alarum tuos 
Defende filios. Pater. 

Oh! quando lucescet tuus 
Qui nescit occasum dies; 
Oh ! quando sancta se dabit 
QuK nescit hostem, patria? 
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Deo Patri nt gloria, 
Ejusque soli Filio, 
Sancto simul cum Spiritu, 
Nunc et per omne seculum. 



Hymnus 15. 



Oh Splendor aBtemi Patris, 
Tu Christe, qui yerus dies, 
Et Tera lux de lumine 
Mentis fugas caliginem: 

En solis abscessit jubar, 
Noctisque succedunt yices : 
Qui prosperum donas diem, 
Da tuta noctis otia. 

Si clausa torpent lumina, 
Suspiret ad te mens vigil, 
Potente qui te diligunt 
Servos tuere dextera. 

Tu quos molesti corporis 
Gravis retardat sarcina, 
Fac mentis alis libero ' 
Sursum volatu tendere. 

spes salutis unica 
Votis adesto supplicum; 
Defende quos mercatus es 
Mercede fusi sanguinis. 
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Deo Patri sit gloria, 
Ejiuque soli Filio, 
Sancto simul cum ^iritu. 
Nunc et per omne seculum. 



Hymnus 16. 



Jesu, redemptor seciili, 
Qui tertio post fiinera 
Redux ab inferis die 
Mortem resurgendo necas; 

Nox atra jam terras premet, 
Mergetque somno lumina : 
Hostis furorem perfidi 
Artesque caecas disjice. 

Ut justa dum curas levat 
Et corpus instaurat quies. 
Sic membra somnus occupet 
Ne corda torpor opprimat. 

Da, Cbriste, nos tecum mori, 
Tecumque da resurgere : 
Terrena da contemnere, 
Amare da coelestia. 

Sit laus Patri, laus Filio, 
Qui nos, triumphata nece, 
Ad astra secum dux vocat, 
Compar tibi laus, Spiritus. 
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Hymnus 17. 

Dei canamus gloriam, 
Ooelum secundo qui die 
Elxpandit, admirabile 
Mortalibus spectaculum. 

Poli stupemtis alveo 
Stagnare pensiles lacus: 
Hinc imbre terras fertili 
Ccelestis irrorat Pater. 

Quam praeparas nobis, Deus 
Haec est imago gratise: 
Hsec rore stillans uberi 
Cordis penetrat intima. 

Hanc qui fideli combibunt 
Aquam salubrem pectore, 
In his ad setemas domos 
Miro resultat impetu. 

Beata gens, quam prodiga 
Ditare non cessas manu! 
Amoris haec memor tui, 
Amoris et reddat vices. 

Deo Patri sit gloria 
Ejusque soli Filio, 
Sancto simul cum Spiritu 
In sempitema Becula. 
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Hyxxtb 18. 

Nil landibuB nostris c^es, 
Sed filios ainas. Pater, 
Multaque ccBlestem piece 
Vis proTOcari gratiam. 

Ttii profunda consili 
Noctis canat silentinm ; 
Tnas jubar clemeDtias 
Splendor diei praedicat. 

Tantis minor miraculis 
Mens obstnpet, tox deficit : 
Tacere sed totis neqnit 
Amor mednllis aestuans. 

Erumpat ergo : te memor 
Clamet parentem, qui mala 
Praesentis aevi mitigas, 
Spondes fiitnri prsemia. 

Hue Tota tendnnt cordium, 
Infirma sed tardat caro: 
Quae ducit ad te, da seqni 
Dux ipse Jesu, semitam. 
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Hymnus 19. 



Jactamur heu quot'fluctibus! 
Spes una de coelo nitet: 
niuc et ora tollimus, 
Et mittimus suspiria. 

Tu vota praBCurris, Pater, 
Magnamque protendis manum 
Jam ^ta tanto robore 
Surgit potens infirmitas. 

QusB sasTa nos premunt mala 
Vinces, malis potentior: 
Te nostra durae sentiet 
Mens servitutis vindicem. 

Felix labor quem recreas 
Tam splendida rerum vice : 
Metu quis aetemam brevi 
Neget pacisci gloriam? 

Sit laus Patri: laus Filio, 
Utnimque qui nectis, Deus 
Utrique compar, sit tibi 
Laus sempitemus, Spiritus. 



l2 
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Hyunus 20. 

JtTBES, et in prsBceps aquis 
Repente confluentibus, 
Prodit sub auras humidis 
Exuta yelis arida. 

Hanc tu colendam qui tuis 
Pater, dedisti filiis, 
Quos unus orbis continet, 
Fac una jungat caritas. 

Nunc exulamus; sed tuam 
Mox congregabis in domum 
Te Patre dignos, qui pio 
Amore fratres vixerint. 

At qui malignis artibus 
Linguisque laedunt proximum^ 
A te repelles : hoc genus 
Coelestis aula non capit. 

Adoptionem nos tamen 
Efflagitamus integram, 
Cui nos sacrato Spiritus 
Prasdestinayit pignore. 

Sterna laus et gloria 
Uni sit et trino Deo, 
Diffusa per quern cordibus 
Fratema regnat caritas. 
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Hymnus 21. 



Te pnncipem suinmo, Dens, 
Jubes Amore diligi^ 
Tibi secundum protinus 
Jnibes amari proximum. 

Amoie ^mdatam tuo 
■ComTnuuionem respice; 
Qua corpus unum plurimi 
Unum cor, una mens sumua. 

Ulam fides et yeritas 
Amabili stipant choro; 
Obliquus hinc livor procul 
Et litis ardor exulant. 

Tu pacis auctor, mutuos 
Astringe nexus: da, Pater, 
Oaudere fratrum gaudiis 
Da oondolere fletibus. 

Sterna laus et gloria 
Uni sit et trino Deo, 
Qui moris imius sacra 
I*^os pacis in domo locat. 
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Htmntts 22. 



1 

Oh, quam juvat firatres, Dens, 
Unum quibus Christas caput 
Vitale robur sufficit, 
Uno moyeii spiritu! 

Quam dulce laudes dicere 
Una tibi cunctos dome, 
Precumque ceu &cta masAu 
Inferre Tim gratam tibi! 

Hanc quisque diligat domTim, 
Hanc pace concors recreet: 
YsB dira qui spargit mala 
Dissentionum semina ! 

Sed damna cedunt in hLcrom 
Te, Christe, diligentibus ; 
Augent coronas praBHa, 
Prosuntque, dum nocent, mali. 

PrsBsta, beata Trinitas, 
Ut caritate mutua 
Prosimus alter alteri, 
Begnemus et polo Bimul. 
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Hymnus 23. 

MiRAMUR, Oh DeUS, tU89 

Recens opus potentiae, 
Qasd scripta scintillaiitibus 
Befulget astrorum globis. 

Ut sol diei, Candida 
Sic luna nocti prsesidet: 
Exercitu totum noYo 
Discriminant stelke polum. 

At ipse, coelorum decus, 
Sol noYit occasus suos, 
Sunt certa lunae tempora 
Statique lapsus siderumu 

Jugi rotata turbine 
Furantur et reddunt diem: 
Tu semper idem, nescius 
Mortalium spem fallere. 

Turbata quid mens fluctuat? 
Oura patema nos regis: 
Sterna sit cordi salus; 
Sterna nos salus manet. 

Suprema laus et gloria 
Uni sit et trino Deo, 
Suo reponi qui jubet 
Cuias et angores sinu. 
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Hymxus 24. 

PROMinis, et serras datam 
Immobilis fidem. Dens: 
Hanc mane primo sedula 
Reposcimns fidem piece. 

Promittit atqne dedpit 
Incertns et £illax homo: 
Sic quassa, si incumbas super, 
Anmdo transfigat manum. 

Beatos eigo, qui tuo 
Se totus abdit in sinu: 
Hac arce tutnm turbinis 
Vis nulla de statu quatit. 

Ne cor racillet, obligas 
Temet sacramento, Deus: 
Spes nixa tanto pignore 
Sterna jam prensat bona. 

Jam mente praesumens polum 
Secura sublimi tbrono 
Assistit, et celestium 
Prselibat undas fluminum. 

Fons Oh perennis gratise 
Colenda semper Trinitas, 
Te spem salutis unicam 
Da mente tota quserere. 
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HTM2ms 25, 

HoRBES superbos, nee tuam 
Das alteri laudem, Deus: 
Humana nil istbinc sibi 
Decerpat arrogantia. 

Ingrata quippe mens turn 
Fluenta sistit gratiee, 
Tristique marcescit statim 
Ceu gramen exustnm siti. 

Ut servus in menus beri 
Intenta figit lumina, 
Sic ora sacris montibus 
Non dimoTemus anxii, 

Desideratam si dare 
Opem moraris, spes tamen 
Tenacis instor ancborse 
Immota fundat pectora. 

Sit summa Patri gloria, 
Sit summa Nato, qui dedit 
Nobis futursB Spiritum 
Hereditatis obsidem. 
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Hymnus 26. 

IisDEM creati fluctibus 
Pisces natant, rolant ayes: 
Utnimque mortali genus 
Paratur esca corpori. 

Menti sed eetema cibus 
Paratur alter: hsec Dei 
Sermone rivit: banc foyet 
Coelestis et nutrit fides. 

Qusesita Christi sanguine 
Manayit in terras fides, 
Et impiarum pectora 
Victrix subegit gentium. 

Sancti leonum per fidem 
Mulsere rugitus: truces 
Fregere regnantiim minas, 
Risere stridentes rogos. 

Hac luce signatum, Deus 
Calcare dona tramitem, 
Et caritatis uberes 
Fructus eundo carpere. 

Deo Patri sit gloria, 
Ejusque soli Filio, 
Sancto simul cum Spiritu 
Nunc et per omne seculum. 
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Hymnus 27. 

D16NAS quis, O Deus, tibi 
Laudes rependat, qui tuo 
Pelles tenebras mentium, 
Salutis et monstras viam. 

Tu quam jubes, donas fidem: 
Hsec cultui praeest tuo: 
Hsec mentis errores fugat. 
Heec corda sursum dirigit. 

Te destituta spiritu 
Nil pompa sacrorum juvat: 
Secreta puri blandius 
Tibi litabunt pectoris. 

Vox inde cordi consona ?j 

Yectigal exsolyat suum, 

Et ad salutem libero 

Prometur ore yeritas. ^. 



Oh! qui superbos respuis, 
Et simplices amas, Deus, 
Ut crescat in nobis fides 
Cordis tumorem comprime. 

Sit summa Patri gloria, 
Sit Summa Nato, qui fidem 
Cruore fundavit suo : 
Par sit tibi laus, Spiritus. 



\ 



A 
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Hymntts 28. 

Oh! fortis, oh! clemens Dens, 
Salutis auctor, tu fidem 
Nostris potenter insere 
Gennen salutis, cordibus. 

Hinc omne robur ducimus; 
HaBC arma nobis; hoc maniis 
Protecta scuto flammea 
Retundet hostis spicula. 

Hinc fundimus preces tibi 
Sacri sub umbra nominis 
Quo nititur spes omnium 
Uno salutis pignore. 

Placatus illo nomine 
Labantibus feres opem 
Dabisque sanctam degener 
Ne vita deturpet fidem. 

Sit laus Patri, laus Filio, 
Par sit tibi laus, Spiritus; 
Infusa per quern cordibus, 
Relucet imis yeritas. 
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Hymnus 29. 

Jam sanctius moyes opus. 
Tecum, Deus, deliberans: 
Mundo recent! Principem, 
Tibique prsBconem paras. 

Homo creatur: hunc sacro ■ 

Coelestis oris habitu 
Succendis, et viyam tui 
Spirare das imaginem. 

Ergo per omnes aequoris 
Telluris omnes et sinus 
Regnabit; at memor sui 
Deo minorem se gerat. 

Heu ccBca cordis pravitas! 
Jugum rebellis excutit: 
Deo superbus nee timet 
Square pulvis verticem. 

Hinc quanta luctuum cohors 
Incumbit orbi perdito! 
Oh Chris te, ni feras opem 
Spes ipsa sontes deseret. 

Qui nos creavit, laus Fatri : 
Qui nos redemit, Filio; 
Oujus movemur habitu 
Par sit tibi laus, Spiritus# 
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Htmkub do. 

Ultbicibub bos mdi^pe 
Dam miciM telis, Dem, 
Qnis fence te praeter. quest 
Moerentibiu wo^adnm ? 

MundiiB £aoe§8at: nil opis 
Farore pneitat futQi 
FaJlacibiu quin aspeiat 
Alitqiie fomentis mahnn. 

Flagella nos texrent ton, 
Non ilia spem demnnt tunen 
Quae ferre nos jubes, Pater, 
Fiunt medela rulnerum. 

Quid ergo ceasas? ingnmnt 
Intus forisque proelia: 
Ilostine praeda mens erit 
Christi redempta sanguine? 

Audii precantes, anxiee 
Bpcs blanda jam menti redit : 
Oh Christe, tetros mors tua 
Mortis pavores discutit. 

Sit Trinitati gloria 
iluoi sic flagellis quos amat 
l^^xcrcct, ut clementiae 
Rursiim recordetur suce. 
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Hymnus 31, 



LuGETE, pacis angeli, 
Mortalis en ultro Deus, 
Culpsa gerens imaginem 
Poenam nocentum sustinet. 

Amoris Oh, Miraculum ! 
Oh, cordis humani stupor! 
Insons Deus neci datur: 
Pigehit et sontes pati? 

Nos sempitemis crux tua 
Oh Christe, flammis emit : 
Hie ure vindex, hie seca, 
Parcas in »temum modo. 

Caro reclamat : sed Patris 
Urget Toluntas; nos tua 
Virtute da fortes sequi 
Jesu, quod exemplo doces. 

Liyore sanatos tuo 
Tuoque lotos sanguine 
Peccando ne novam sinas 
Parare nos tihi crucem. 

Qui Filium tradit, Patri, 
Natoque sit laus yictini£e: 
Par sit tibi laus, qui sacram 
Succendis aram, Spiritus. 



160 HYBfNI ECCLECIASncr. 



Hymnus 32. 



Taxdem peractiS) oh Deusl 
Sexto dienim limite, 
Ponis modum laboribus, 
Orbique plaudis condito. 

At dum perenni septimam 
Lucem quieti consecras, 
En te reposcit denuo 
Novus creatorem labor. 

Te cuncta nempe pr»dicaiit; 
Te terra, pontus, sidera, 
Cantu celebrant aemnlo : 
Peccator unus dissonat. 

Tu pectus aufer saxeum, 
Tu carneum pectus crea: 
Et caritatis uberes 
Fructus canent hymnum tibi. 

HsBC te juvant prseconia, 
Si facta voci consonent : 
Sic efficaci flectitur 
Divina majestas prece 

Sterna laus et gloria 
Uni sit et trino Deo : 
Qui cuncta nutu condidit, 
Nutuque serrat condita* 
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Htmnus 33. 

Rerum Creator omnium, 
Nostros labores adjuya : 
Ut casta Ghristi nomine 
Nos yita dignos arguet. 

Ta nempe sanctus et potens, 
Placere das solus tibi: 
Tu legis auctor das sequi 
Quod lege pT»monstras iter. 

Gingunt iter pericula, 
Tu lubricos firma pedes; 

Et certiore fervidi. 

Pergemus ad metam gradu. 

Oh! meta felix, pax ubi 
£t vera nos manet quies: 
Ubi Yoluptatis sacro 
Torrente potabis- tuos. 

Te mens, Oh alma Trinitas, 
Anhelat ardens, te sitit: 
Tua redemptis gratia 
Sterna redde praemia. 
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Htmhub 34. 

Supreme motor ooidimn, 
Ta sancdtatis frugibus 
Justos ab orbe condito 
Tenore ditas peipetL 

Hie spes fides et caritas 
Dulci oohaerent yinculo : 
Prsesentis sbji post diem 
Manebit una caritas. 

Oh caritas! ob Veritas! 
Ob lux peremiis! en erit 
Post tot labores, ut tuo 
Tandem fruamur Sabbato? 

Hie mille per discrimina 
Semen gementes spaigimus 
niic ovante splendidam 
Crestabimus messem manu. 

Tu trine, tu Potens Dens, 
Fructus adauge quos petis: 
Mox dona, Justus arbiter 
Coelo coronabis tua. 
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Htmnus 35. 

Splendor patemsB gloriie, 
De luce lucem proferens, 
Lux lucis, et fons lumiuis, 
Diem dies illuminaos : 

Verusque Sol illabere, 
Micans nitore perpeti, 
Jubarque Sancti Spiritus 
Infunde nostris sensibus. 

Votis vocemus et Patrem, 
Patrem perennis glorise, 
Patrem potentis gratiae, 
Culpam releget lubricam. 

Confirmet actus strenuos 
Dentem retundat inyidi, 
Casus secundet asperos, 
Donet gerendi gratiam. 

Mentem gubemet et regat, 
Castos fideli corpore, 
Fides calore feryeat, 
Fraudis venena nesciat. 

Christusque nobis sit cibus, 
Potusque noster sit Mes, 
Lffiti bibamus sobriam 
Ebrietatem Spiritus. 
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Lastus dies hie traDseat, 
Pudor sit ttt diluculaniy 
Fides velut meridies, 
Crepusculum mens nesciat. 

• 

Aurora cursus proyehit, 
Aurora totus prodeat: 
In Patre totus Filius, 
Et totus in Verbo Pater. 



Hymnus 36. 

Instantis adyentum Dei 
Poscamus ardenti prece, 
Festisque munus inclytum 
PrsBOccupemus canticis. 

Sterna proles fceminsd 
Non horret includi sinu; 
Fit ipse seryus, ut jugo 
Nos seryitutis eximat. 

Mansuetus et clememr yenit 
Occurre, festina, Zion, 
Ultrb tibi quam porrigit 
Ne dura pacem respuas. 

Mox nube clara fulgurans 
Mundi redibit arbiter, 
Suique membra corporis 
Coelo triumphator yehet* 
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Fcetus ienebrarum die 
Cedant propinquo crimina: 
Adam refonnetar yetiui, 
Imago succedat noyi. 

Qui liberator adyenis 
Fili, tibi laus maxima 
Cum Patre et almo Spiritu, 
In sempitema sectda. 
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JoRDANis otas prseyia 
Vox ecce Baptisto quatit: 
Prseconis ad grander sonos 
Ignayus abscedat sopon 

Auctoris adyentum sui 
Tellus et aether et mare 
Prasgestiente sentiunt 
Et jam salutant gaudio. 

Mimdemus et nos pectora: 
Deo propinquanti yiam 
Stemamus et digmim domum 
Tanto paremus hospiti. 

Tu nostra, tu, Jesu salus, 
Tu robur et solatium, 
Arens ut herba, te sine 
Mortale tabescit genus. 
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.^gris salutaiem «M^»>i^Tn 
Eztende; profitiatos leva; 
Ostende Tnltiua, jam suns 
Mundo refloiescet decor. 

Qui liberator adyenis 
fill, tibi laus maYima, 
Cam Patre et almo ^irita. 
In sempitema secula. 
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Statuta decreto Dei 
Tandem propinquant tempora: 
Emptns tot annorum mora 
Affniget e eo^ dies. 

Patris ne&ido crimine 
Protes jacebat sauda 
In mortis nmbra conditum 
Sedebat humanmn genus. 

Heu quis ruinee tarn gravis 
Sarcire danma, quad mai^as 
Afiferre tam gravi queat 
Parem medelam yulneri. 

Tu Christe, tu solus tuo 
Delapsus e throno Deus 
Imagini potes tuee 
Formam decusque reddere. 
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Rorate, Cceli, desaper, 
Justomque foecundo sinm 
Complexa tellus, perdito 
Orbi salutem germinet. 

Sit sempiteraa laus tibi, 
Verbum Patris i^tum caro, 
Com Patre, cumque Spiritu, 
Nunc et per omne seculum. 
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Verbum supemum prodiens, 
E Patris exiens sinu, 
Qui natus orbi subyenis, 
Labente cursu temporis: 

mumina nunc pectora, 
Tuoque amore concrema; 
Ut cor vacans inanibus 
Ooeli Yoluptas impleat; 

Ut cum Tribunal judicis 
Damnabit igni noxios, 
Et Yox arnica debitum 
Vocabit ad coelum pios, 

Non esca flamTnanim nigros 
YolTamur inter turbines, 
Vultu Dei sed compotes 
CobU fruamur gandiis. 



168 



Pairi, n]iiii]q[iie fiHo 
Ubiqiie, Sancte 
Scot fidty at jugiter 
Secfaim per omne 
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MissuM Bedemptorem polo, 
Noniinqae totus, qua patet, 
Adoret orbis piincipem 
Natum Maria yiigine. 

Quod ante mundi tempora 
Yerbum Patris prodit smu, 
Obnoxius nunc tempori 
Mortalis in&ns nascitur. 

Foeno cubare sustinet, 
PraBsepe non borret Deus, 
£t indiget lactis cibo 
Gibus perennis Coelitum. 

Quse cardines mundi rotant 
Manus ligantur fasciis; 
Imbellis et plorans jacet, 
Ut nos jacentes erigat. 

Judex futurus seculi, 
Nunc blandus ad. cunas Yocat 
Amore tanto, mutui 
Amoris exposcit vices. 
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Qui natus es de Virgine, 
Jesu, tibi sit gloria, 
Cum Patre, cumque Spiritrt, 
In sempitema secula. 



Hymnus 41. 



Jam desinant suspiria; 
Audiyit ex alto Deus, 
Coeli patescunt; en adest 
Promissa pax mortalibus. 

Profunda noctis otia 
Coelestis abrumpit chorus, 
Natumque festo carmine 
Annunciat terris Deum. 

Specum sacratam pervigil 
Dum turba pastorum subit, 
Eamus, et castis pia 
Cunis feramus oscula. 

At quale nobis panditur 
Intrantibus spectaculum ; 
Prsesepe, foenum, fasciae, 
Parens inops, infans puer. 

Tune ille, Christe, Pilius, 
Et splendor eetemi Patris? 
Illumne cemo, qui levi 
Orbem pugillo sustinet ? 



I 
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Sic est: Terenda quels lates 
fides penetrat nubila: 
Agnosco quern proni yident 
Tremunt, adorant angelL 

Agis magistrum yel jacens, 
Ex hac cathedra nos docens 
Yitare quod cami placet, 
Oaro quod horret, perpeti. 

Castos amores nutriens, 
S^uians tumentes spiritus, 
DiTine nostris, Puer, 
Prsecordiis innascere. 



Hybinus 42. 



Adeste fideles, laati triumpliantes, 
Venite, Venite in Bethlehem: 

Natum videte, Regem Angelorum, 
Venite, adoremus Domino. 

Deum de Deo, lumen de lumine, 

Gestant puellsB viscera; 
Deum verum, genitum non factum, 

Venite, adoremus Domino. 

Cantet nunc lo, chorus Angdorum, 
Cantet nunc aula Coelitum: 

Gloria in excelsis Deo, venite, 
Venite, adoremus Domino. 
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Ergo qui natus die hodiem& 

Jesu, tibi sit gloria: 
Patris setemi yerbum caro fiEictum: 

Venite, adoremus Domino. 
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Jbsu, redemptor omnium, 
Summi Parentis unice, 
Qui solus ante secula 
Patri Deo par nasceris. 

Tu nostra pax et gloria, 
Spes una tu mortalium; 
Intende quas tibi preces 
De cordis ara fundimus. 

Qui corporis nostii Yolemr 
Nascendo formam suscipis 
Divinitatis nos simul 
Das esse consortes tu£e. 

Ad illud evectos decus 
Tuere firatres, degener 
Ne Vita sontes pristinam 
In yilitatem deprimat. 

Nunc ergo terra, nunc polus 
Vastique tractus sequoris 
Qui te dedit festis Patrem 
Laudare certent canticis. 
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Et nos perennis oh quibus 

Salutis auctor nasceris^ 

Faustum triumphali juvat 
Omare concentu Diem. 

Qui natus es de Yirgine 
Jesu, tibi sit gloria, 
Cum Patre, cumque Spiritu, 
In sempitema secula. 



Hybinus 44. 



Quid, obstinata pectora, 
Verbo Dei resistitis? 
Qui Yos Deo plenus docet 
Himc destinatig fiuieri. 

Omnes in unum sseyiunt, 
Saxis graYant truces manus, 
Hunc particeps Saulus necis 
Per omnium dextras petit. 

Quid hoc! repente panditur 
Stellata Coeli Regia, 
Ad dexteram Patris Yidet 
Sublime stantem Filium. 

Non deseris. Dux, Militem, 
Quern, Christe, spectans roboras: 
Stas arbiter certaminis, 
Futurus ipse preemium. 
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Deo mori sub judice 
Pugnantis est yictoria: 
Dum grando saxorum pluit, 
Nil sentit affixus polo. 

Mens nempe largo yividse 
Torrente lucis ebria, 
Nil corporis memor sui 
Jam se beatis inserit. 

Qui natus es de Virgine, 
Jesu, tibi sit gloria, 
Cum Patre, cumque Spiritu, 
In sempitema secula. 



Hybinus 45. 



Jussu Tyranni pro fide 
Pulsus, Johannes, exulas: 
Fertur yolatu libero 
Mens celsa supra sidera. 

niic revelat se tibi 
Qui mortuus vivit Deus; 
Agnus salutis hostia, 
Et morte deyicta Leo. 

Arcana te vatem docet 
Regni sui mysteria. 
Pandit cruore martyrum 
Ubique spaigendam fidem. 



Da, Clirinft, ntw tecum aaa, 
Teenm simid da sm^oe: 
Terrana da contumicze, 
Amaie da celeatia. 

9it laoi Pani, laus ^lio, 
Qai new, briomphata nece. 
Ad astta atcma dox vocai^ 
Compar tibi Uaa, Spirttu. 
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Salvxtk, floFM MaityTOm, 
In lacis ipso lamine 
Qnoa 8»TU8 ensia mewnit, 
Cea tarfm naacentes nwo& 

7m prima Ctuiati Tictima, 
Orex immolatonnn. t^i^ 
Aram sab tpsam nm|4ices 
Palmi et coronia hiditia. 

(^d proficit tantnm ne&s ? 
UmA crimen Herodem joratf 
(Jmu tot inter fonera 
Ifflpnne ChiiMtna tollitnr. 

Inter co»ri sangtunia 
Pfaunta King integer, 
Pflmun quod oibabat noma 
fefellit Tirginis. 
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Qvi nstiiB es de Vngbie 
Jesu, tibi sit gloriay 
Cum Patre, cmnque S^intn, 
In sempitema secula. 



Htmxus 47. 



MoLLES in agnos ceu lupus, 
Amens l^rannns iimit; 
£t destinat promiscna 
In strage Christum perdere. 

Ounas redundant sanguine 
Sed in Deum frustra fuiit: 
Unum petit tot mortibus 
Mortes tot unus effugit. 

Matres, querelis pareite: 
Quid lapta fletis pignora? 
Agnum salutis obsidem 
Denso sequuntur agmine. 

Qui natus es de Yirgine 
Jesu, tibi sit gloria, 
Cum Patre, cumque Spiritu, 
In sempitema secula. 
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Htmkus 48. 

Felix dies, qnam proprio 
Jesu craore consecrat! 
Felix dies, qua gestiit 
Opus salutis aggredi. 

Yix nates ecce lacteum 
Profundit infans sanguinem : 
libamen est hoc ftmeris, 
Amoris hoc prasludium. 

Intians in orhem, jam Patris 
Mandata jnssus exsequi, 
Statum prseoccupat diem, 
Et qua potest, fit Yictima. 

Quo Christus ictu lasditur, 
Lex abrogata concidit : 
Et incipit lex sanctior, 
Mansura semper caritas. 

Tu Chiiste, quod non est tuum, 
Nostro recide pectore; 
Inscribe nomen, intimis 
Inscribe legem cordibus. 

Qui natus es de Yirgine, 
Jesu, tibi sit glori£^ 
Cum Patre, cumque Spiritu, 
In sempitema secula. 
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Hymnus 49. 



ViCTis sibi cognomina 
Sumant Tyranni gentibus: 
To, Christe, quanto dignius 
Ab his capis quos liberas ! 

Non alterum mortalibus 
Mgns quod invocent datum, 
Resurgerent quo mortui, 
Perenne per quod viverent. 

Tanti quod illi constitit, 
Toto quod emptum sanguine 
Nostro ne rursus crimine 
Insana gens delebimus? 

Sacro pati pro nomine 
Summi sit instar muneris : 
Amara non mors amplius, 
Fit mors per hoc amabilis. 

Tu qui Yocari sustines 
Jesu, salus mortalium, 
Audi Yocantes nos, tuo 
Qui gloriamur nomine. 

Qui natus es de Yirgine, 
Jesu, tibi sit gloria. 
Cum Patre, cumque Spiritu, 
In sempitema secula. 



'S 
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Htmnus 50. 

Verbum quod ante secula 
Sinu patemo nasceria, 
Recens homo sub tempore 
£ Yirginis prodis sinu. 

Jam dura disds peipeti 
Quae ferre par sontes fiiit: 
Orbis saluti, fletibus 
Pneludis in cunis puer. 

Fis pauper, indigentia 
Nos et tua detesdmus: 
Luges, tuis et lacrymis 
Totum layas mundi scelus. 

Pannis opertus yilibus 
Lates, recumbens in specu: 
Homo, superbis, et Deum 
Panni, specus, non dedecent? 

A Patre missus, perditi 
Qui factus es mundi salus, 
Jesu, perire ne sinas 
Tot quos emis laboribus. 

Qui natus es de Virgine, 
Jcsu, tibi sit gloria, 
Cum Patre, cumque Spiritu, 
In sempitema secula. 
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Hymnus 51. 

Divine crescebas Puer, 
Crescendo discebas mori, 
HsBC destinata tunc erant 
Mortis tuse prseludia. 

Satus Deo, yolens tegi. 
Elegit obscurom Patrem; 
Qui fecit setemis domos, 
Domo latet sub paupere. 

Coelum manus quae sustinent 
Fabrile contrectant opus: 
Supremus astrorum Parens 
Rt ipse vilis artifex. 

Tremenda cujus praBpetes 
Mandata portant Spiritus, 
Cui pronus orbis subditur, 
Se sponte fabro subjicit. 

Qui natus es de Virgine, ' 
Jesu, tibi sit gloria, 
Cum Patre, cumque Spiritu, 
In sempitema secula. 



N 2 
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f *ffRfATr.% tenebfis obaxtaat 
f/OAtrando Judjeam docet: 
f jrftTJA olMtinato p€Ctore 
fJhrifttam docenteni reapoit. 

.Sf;v: Deara signis probol; 
Hurgunt sepulcris corpofa: 
Flrcpta mato rox redit, 
(laudo gradus, caeco dies. 

(jrf;n.«i dura, flecti nescia, 
AuTf'H Hacris sermonibiis 
Obturat, ct solem fiigit? 
A in on; noctis perdita. 

Son lumen ambimus, Patris 
In cjuo rcfulgct claritas: 
Nn mcntibus subrepere 
Totram sinas caliginem. 

Nuncjuam recedas a piis 
Lux scmpitema cordibus; 
To vcritate fulgeant, 
Tc caritate ferveant. 

Qui natus es de Virgine 
Jc8U, tibi sit gloria, 
Cum Patre, cumqne Spiritu, 
In scmpitema secula. 
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Hymnus 53. 

Quis Stella sole pulcrior 
Coruscat? Iisbc Regis novi 
Rerelat ortus: hsec Dei 
PrsBsignat ad cimas iter. 

Stat vatibus priscis fides, 
Ea Stella surgit ex Jacob: 
Arrectus ad spectaculum 
Ecus orbis emicat. 

Dtim sidus admonet foris,' 
Lux fulget intus clarior: 
Suadetque yi blanda magos 
Signi datorem quserere. 

Segnes amor nescit moras: 
Labor, pericla, nil movent; 
Domnm, propinquos, patriam 
Deo Yocante, deserunt. 

Micante dum nos allicis, 
Oh Christe, Stella gratiae, 
Ne tarda ccelesti sinas 
Obstare corda lumini. 

Qui lumen est, sit laus Patri 
Qui se revelat gentibus, 
Sit laus Patri, laus Filio, 
Par sit tibi laus, Spiritus. 
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Htmmus 54. 

Clamantis ecce tox sonans 
Deserta Jud»« quatit: 
Mox ad Johannem conflaiint 
Quos criminum moles graTat 

En ipse permistus reis 
Accedit agnus innocens: 
Agnus suo qui sanguine 
Piabit orbis crimina. 

Sub nube camis at suum 
Lucema Solem detegit: 
Lymphis nee audet tingere 
A quo lavari debuit. 

Parere sed fas est Deo, 
Vel quando sese deprimit; 
Hunc omne yirtutum genus 
Implere nempe sic decet. 

Agnosce, PrsBcursor, tibi 
Intus revelat quern Deus: 
Tu mergis undis corpora. 
Hie corda mundat spiritu. 

Mundi scelus qui diluis, 
Jesu, tibi sit gloria, 
Cum Patre, cumque Spiritu, 
In sempitexna secula. 
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Hymkus 55. 

EifERGiT undis, et Deo 
Fundit preces homo Deos: 
Patet polorum regia, 
Adest repente spiritus. 

Instar columbae, yertici 
lUapsus inindet sacro: 
Summi Patris vox personat, 
Dilectus liic est filius. 

Ohristi dicata corpore 
Sic quern lavacra consecrant, 
Hie nascitur proles Dei, 
Coelum precanti panditur. 

Castis fit, expers sordibus, 
Columba simplex moribus, 
Divinus hunc intns regit, 
Alit, fovetque Spiritus. 

Oh Christe, sacri guigitis 
Quos abluisti fontibus 
Tuo cruore candidos 
Fac nulla labes inquinet 

Mundi scelus qui diluis, 
Jesu, tibi sit gloria. 
Cum Patre, cumque Spiritu, 
In sempitema secula. 
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Hymnus 56, 

Te lasta, mundi conditor, 
Unum manet semper quies: 
Festiya coelestes choros 
Semper decent prseconia. 

Nos sanctitate perdita, 
Pcenalis expectat labor, 
Hymnos ne dulcis patri» 
Moesti canamus exules? 

Qui te piis placabilem 
Spondes futurum fletibus, 
Lugere da longi, Pater, 
Delicta causas exuli. 

Verum salubrem temperet 
Spe nixa moerorem fides : 
Tu mox quieti nos tuae 
Lsetisque reddes canticis. 

Sit summa Patri gloria, 
Ej usque soli Filio, 
Sancto simul cum Spiritu, 
Nimc et per onme seculum. 
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Hymnus 57. 

Rebus creatis nil egens 
Temet beatus, nunc tuo 
Prodis ab arcano, Deus 
Mundoque das primordia. 

Tu cuncta quaa non stmt, vocas, 
£t ilia se sistunt tibi; 
Miroque concentu, suo 
Dant conditori gloriam. 

At mnndus e sinu tuo 
Dum prodit aspectabilis, 
Augustiorem cogitas 
Mundum, Creator, alterum. 

Ilium Eedemptor artifex 
Virtutibus condet suis 
Sparsoque terris omnibus 
Verbi potentis semine. 

Ilium, peractis ,seculis 
Coelo locabit, et Throni 
Mensseque consortem suss 
Deo redonabit Patri. 

Utrique mundo qui prsees 
Utrumque conserra, Pater: 
Utrumque, Fili, dirige, 
Utrumque, Flamen, consecra. 
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Hymnus 58. 



Vos ante Christi tempora 
Christi fideles asseclse, 
Vttrenda justorum cohors, 
Primique credentum Patres ; 

Vestram quis oh dignis queat 
Efferre laudibus fidem? 
Orebros anhelantis spei 
Quis explicet suspiritns? 

Hie exules, liic adyenaB 
Mundi figuram spemitis : 
Non litera, sed spiritu 
Promissa pensatis bona. 

Intenta mens uni Deo 
Respectat setemas demos ; 
Fac Christe, nos veram quoque 
Desiderare patriam. 

Sit laus Patii, laus Filio, 
Utrumque qui nectis, Deus 
Utrique compar, sit tibi 
Laus sempitema, Spiritus. 
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Hymnus 59. 

Alleluia, dulce carmen, 
Vox perennis gaudii, 

Alleluia yox suavis, 
Est choris celestibus, 

Quern canunt, Dei manentes 
In domo per secula. 

Alleluia Iseta mater 
Concinis Jerusalem, 

Alleluia vox tuorum 
Civium gaudentium : 

Exides nos flere cogunt 
Babylonis flumina. 

Alleluia non meremur 
Nunc perenne psallere, 

Alleluia nos reatus 
Cogit intermittere, 

Tempus instat, quo peracta 
Lugeamus crimina. 

Unde laudando precamur 

Te beata Trinitas, 
Ut tuum nobis videre 

Pascha des in aethere. 
Quo tibi laeti canamus 

Alleluia jugiter. 
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i^viOf lex a duiiilw y li Tetm. 
Quod jfmt OMSEBvit ncm 
CSnistiis mnuBfier foBdenfi^ 
Decmrimiis je^minEiiL. 

Utamur ago parctns 
V'crtiifi, tSkas et potOiVK, 
Somno. jocis, et arcdiiB 
PerBtemns in CBStodiL 

Inteota moK ca^i^anf 
Fnenet lebelks impetas; 
Xe cordis aicem, jams 
Qua se dat. hoatis oonpet 

Omiies ad aiam oemno 
Vultu preoemur supplioes; 
Ploremos, aJbque TJndicem 
FLeetamiu iram NmniiiiB. 

Judex tremende, new premit 
Immenaa moles criminom : 
Immenta, sed, clemens Pater, 
Parcendo rinces crimina. 

PtaBfta, beata Trinitas, 
Concede, simplex Unitas, 
Ut fructuosa sint tuis 
Jijfiiniorum munera. 
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Hymnus 61. 

SoLEMNE nos jejunii 
Nunc tempus ad planctum rocat: 
Plorat sacerdos, flebili 
Clamore templa personant. 

Lugubris at frostra sonus 
Ad numen iratum renit, 
Ni corde pulsus intimo 
Sensum doloris exprimat. 

Nil frontibus sparsus cinis 
Nil scissa Testis proderit, 
Ni fracta scindantur simul 
Vivo dolore pectora. 

Yultum rigantes fletibus 
Flectamus iram Numinis, 
Qu8B criminis nostri memor 
Intentat ultrices minas. 

Oh juste judex, oh Deus, 
Sis lentus ad poenam, Pater, 
Das poenitendi tempora, 
Et cor simul da poenitens. 

Praesta, beata Trinitas, 
Concede, simplex Unitas, 
Ut fructuosa sint tuis 
Jejuniorum munera. 



190 HTXm BCCLBBHASTICT. 



Hymnus 62. 

Audi, benigne Conditor, 
Nostras pieces cum fletibos. 
In hoc sacro jejunio 
Fnsas quadrigenario. 

Scrutator alme cordium, 
Infinna tu scis yirium. 
Ad te rerersis exliibe 
Remissionis gratiam. 

Multum quidem peccaTimus, 
Sed parce confitentibus ; 
Ad nominis laudem tui 
Confer medelam languidis. 

Sic corpus extra conteri 
Dona per abstinentiam, 
Jejunet ut mens sobria 
A labe prorsus criminum. 

Praesta, beata Trinitas, 
Concede, simplex Unitas, 
Ut^fructuosa sint tuis 
Jejuniorum munera. 
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Hymnus 63. 

Fando quis audivit, Dei 
Quis grande dicat brachium? 
Perculsa mens confiinditur, 
Stupet fides, tox deficit. 

Ab orbe, Jesu, condito 
Occisus agnus, nunc Patri 
Priscis adumbratam sacris 
Ardes litare Victimam. 

At cur humi stratus jaces? 
Quis iste moerentes payor? 
Quis iste, qui totus fluit 
Sudor cruentus corpore? 

Hunc vis doloris exprimit, 
Horrorque teter criminum; 
Vices nocentum sustinens, 
Iram reformidas Patris 

Te terret objectus calix? 
At ille, ni totum bibas, 
In sempitema nos manet 
Exhauriendus secula. 

Vincet pavorem caritas : 
Vincet voluntas patria : 
Temet potestati Deus 
Tradis tenebrarum volens. 
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Et jam flagellis, ictibus, 
Ludibriis, spinis, cruci, 
Piacularis Hostia, 
Voves adorandum caput. 

Qui Filium tradit, Patri 
Natoque sit laus victimae, 
Par sit tibi laus, qui sacram 
Succendis aram, Spiritus. 



Hymnus 64. 



Opprobriis, Jesu, satur, 
Ldgni fatiscens pondere, 
Ferale, verus Isaa€, 
Mactandus ascendis rogum. 

Clayis statim trabalibus, 
Fixus manus, fixus pedes, 
Sublime terris omnibus 
AttoUeris spectaculum. 

In nos oh Etemi Patris 
Incomprehensa caritas! 
Insons cruentae Filius 
Pro sontibus morti datur. 

nio lavari sanguine 
Oportuit mundi scelus; 
Talem serera Numinis 
Poscebat ira idctimam. 
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Crux debitse nos yinculo 
DamnationiB eximit: 
Et pacis SBtemo ligat 
Terras polumque foedere. 

Qui Filium tradit, Patri, 
Natoque sit laus Victiinee; 
"Pax sit tibi laus, qui sacram 
Succendis aram, Spiritus. 



Hymnus 65. 



DiTM Ghriste, confixus cruci 
Agis supremos spiritus, 
Fas nos salubri figere 
Intenta ligno lumiua. 

Anguis reneno perfidi 
Inflicta nobis vuhiera 
Pendentis e celsa trabe 
Sanabit aspectus Dei. 

Hie nos Olympo parturis, 
Hie Martjres formas tuos, 
Hie ultimo sanetam fidem 
Fundas amoris pignore. 

Hinc cuncta terrarum, suo 
Regnator ut sedens Throno 
Utrinque protensse maniis 
Virtute dirina trabis. 
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Nos eigo coelestis thronum 
Sinas adire gratis^, 
Pedemque complexos crucis 
Tuo rigari sanguine. 

Oh spes salutis unica! 
Crux, rera mundi gloria, 
Infixa semper hsereas 
Imisque regnes cordibus. 

Qui Filium tradit, Patri, 
Natoque sit laus Victims, 
Par sit tibi laus, qui sacram 
Succendis aram, Spiritus. 



Hymnus 66, 



Vexilla regis prodeunt, 
Fulget crucis mysterium, 
Quo came carnis conditor 
Suspensus est patibulo. 

Confixa clavis viscera, 
Tendens manus vestigia, 
Redemptionis gratia 
Hie immolata est bostia. 

Quo Yulneratus insuper 
Mucrone diro lancesB, 
Ut nos lavaret crimine, 
Manavit \mda et &Qi.u^me. 
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Oh crux ave, spes unica, 
Hoc passionis tempore 
Auge piis justitiam 
Reisque dona yeniam. 

Te summa Deus Trinitas 
Collaudat omnis Spiritus, 
Quos per crucis mysterium 
Salras, rege per secula. 



Hymnus 67. 



Prome Yocem, mens, canoram, 
Plange tristi carmine, 

Die crucifix! dolores 
Mortui die vulnera, 

Innocens qusB sponte Christus 
Pro reis fert victima. 

Cffisus immiti furore 
Nostra propter crimina, 

Nos sue livore sanat, 
Nos jacentes erigit : 

Et fovet plagas tumentes 
Et cruentas alligat. 

Trans manus pedesque fixus. 
Nostra rumpit vincula; 

Totque fontes sunt salutis, 
Quot fluit plagis cruor; 

Et quibus clavis tenetur, 
Nos tenet fixes cruci. 
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Mortal pectus sacratom 
Vulneratur laneea ; 

Inde saDguis mistns iinda 
Fenridus prolabitur: 

Ad laTacmm pr»bet undam. 
Ad coronas sanguinem. 

FaCy Redemptor, hauriamus 
His aquam de fontibus, 

Pocidum sint ac medela, 
Sint et olim prsemium; 

Ut redemptiis te per omne 
liaudet orbis seculiim. 



/ 



Hymnus 08. 



Adestk, CcBlitum Chori, 
Lsetum canentes canticum, 
Dum liber inter mortuos 
Christus sepulcrum deserit. 

Frustra sepulcro milites 
Apponit insanus furor; 
Frustea specus gens perfida 
Firmat sigillis ostia. 

Inanis absistat metus : 
Hinc nemo corpus auferet : 
Sed vi reyiyiscet sua 
Qui sponte mortem pertulit. 
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Ridebat hunc turpi trabe 
Vesana pendentem cobors: 
Descendat, inquit, et Deum 
111! Patrent fatebimur. 

At tu, patemis obsequens 
Ad usque mortem legibus, 
Orbem Sacerdos Yictima 
Toto piabas sanguine. 

Non ille d«soendit eruce; 
Plus fecit ; ecce mortuus 
Se reddit ipse lumini: 
Deo satum jam credite. 

Sit laus Patriy laus Filio, 
Qui nos triumpbata nece, 
Ad astra secum dux yocat, 
Compar tibi laus, Spiritus. 



Hymnus 69. 



Aurora ccelum purpurat, 
jEther resultat laudibus, 
Mundus triumpbans jubilat, 
Horrens aremus in&emit* 

Rex ille dum fortissimus 
De mortis inferno specu 
Patrum Senatum liberum 
Educit ad vitSB jubar. 
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Cujus sepulcmin plurimo 
Custode signabat lapis, 
Victor triumpbat, et suo 
Mortem sepulcro Amerat. 

Sat funeri, sat lacrymis, 
Sat est datum doloribus, 
Surrexit Extinctor necis, 
Clamat comscans angelus. 

Ut sis perenne, mentibus 
Pascbale, Jesu, gaudium, 
A morte dira criminum 
Vitae renatos libera. 



Hymnits *J0. 



FoRTi tegente bracbio 
Evasimus rubrum mare, 
Tandemque durum perfidi 
Jugum Tyranni fregimus. 

Nunc ergo Isetas vindici 
Grates rependamus Deo, 
Agnique mensam candidis 
Cingamus omati stolis. 

Hujus sacrato corpore 
Amoris igne fervidi, 
Yescamur atque sanguine 
Vescendo, viyimus Deo. 
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Jam Pascha nosta-um Christas est ; 
Hie Agnus, hsec est Yictima: 
Cruore cujus illitos 
Transmittit ultor Angelus. 

Oh digna coelo Victima! 
Mors ipsa per quam vincitur: 
Per quam refractis Inferi 
Prsedam relaxant postibus. 

Sit laus Patri, laus Filio, 
Qui nos triumphatd, nece, 
Ad astra secum dux vocat: 
Compar tibi laus, Spiritus. 



Hymnus 71. 



Salutis humanae Sator, 
Jesu voluptas cordium, 
Orbis redempti Conditor, 
Et casta lux amantium; 

Qua yictus es dementia 
Ut nostra ferres crimina? 
Mortem subires innocens, 
A morte nos ut toUeres. 

Pemimpis infemum chaos, 
Vinctis catenas detrahis ; 
Victor triumpho nobili 
Ad dexteram Patris sedes. 
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Htmkvb 72. 



Opvs peregisti tuiun, 
Te Christe, Tictorem necis, 
Sterna, qnam reliqueras 
Ccili reposcit gloria. 

Jam niibe rectus folgida 
Terras jacentes despicis : 
Educta longo cdrcere 
Regem sequuntur agmina. 

Mirante turma CcBlitum 
Panduntur mtemBd fores: 
Oransque sablimem Patris 
Homo Dens scandit Thronum. 

Illic patronuSy Pontifez, 
Pacis sequester, quem tua 
Semel profudit caritas 
OfFerre pergis sanguiuem. 
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niinc adornas et fores 
Ecdesiam sponsam tuam; 
Cunctisque ritam diyidis 
Infusa ceu mens artubus. 

lUinc tot inter praelia 
Periclitantem sustines: 
Das militanti vincere, 
Palmam triumplianti paras. 

Qui yictor ad coelum redis, 
Jesu, tibi sit gloria, 
Cum Patre, cumque Spiritu, 
In sempitema secula. 



Hymnus 73. 



Jbsu, nostra redemptio, 
Amor et desideiium, 
Deus creator omnium, 
Homo in fine temporum. 

Quae te yicit dementia, 
Ut ferres nostra crimina^ 
Crudelem mortem patiens 
Ut nos a morte tolleres! 

Infemi daustra penetrans, 
Tuos captiros redimens, 
Victor triumpho nobili 
Ad dextram Patris residens 
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Ipsa te eogat pietai 
Ut mala nostra saperes 
Parcendo, et Toti compotes 
Nos tuo Yultii saties. 

Tu esto nostrum gaudium. 
Qui es fiiturus prsemium. 
Sit nostra in te gloria, 
Per cuncta semper secula. 



Hymnus 74. 



Felix dies mortalibus, 
Qua per profusum sanguinem 
Homo Deus clausas diu 
Intravit setemas domos. 

Nos membra, quo nostrum caput 
Quo Dux prseivit ibimus : 
Si jungat una mens simul 
Nos una jungat gloria. 

Discessit, et suis adest 
Pra?sente semper Spiritu: 
Miscens suo se corpori 
Omnes in artus influit. 

At ilia, quae qualis dies! 
Dies tremenda sontibus ! 
Dum sede descendens sua 
Redibit ultor criminum. 
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Damnatus insons a reis 
Partes resumet Judicis: 
Ad cujus ora contrement 
Dijudicandi Judices. 

Ut morte dignos solveret 
Morti Yolens se subdidit: 
Cui mors Dei non proderit, 
Vindicta qualis imminet! 

Venture Judex seculi, 
Jesu, tibi sit gloria, 
Cum Patre, cumque Spiritu, 
In sempitema secula. 



Hymnus 75. 



Sensus quis horror percutit ? 
Ccelum profundum scinditur: 
Christum sedentem nubibus 
Hinc inde stipant agmina. 

Feralis ad sonum tub® 
Mors jussa reddit mortuos: 
Quos ad tribunal Judicis 
Urgent coactos angeli. 

Ad Judicis sedent latus, 
Quicunque spretis omnibus, 
Fugere mundum pauperes, 
Deum secuti pauperem. 
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Crux ante JucUeis probrum, 
Ludibrium Crux Gkntibus, 
Terror reis, probis amor, 
Summo micabit aethere. 

Fixere quern dirse trabi, 
Cement, pavebunt, ingement; 
Vultu beabit quo suos 
Hoc territabit impios. 

Fac, Christe, ne mores bonos 
Contage mundus inquinet: 
Seceme nos ab improbis, 
Ne misceamur sontibus. 

Venture Judex seculi 
Jesu, tibi sit gloria. 
Cum Patre, cumque Spiritu, 
In sempitema secula. 



Hymnus 76. 



Nobis Olympo redditus, 
Qui, Christe, sedes prseparas, 
Nos exules in patriam^ 
Trahas amoris nexubus. 

Bonis abundans omnibus, 
Ingens eris merces, Deus: 
Quam longa pro poena brevi 
Tuos manebunt gaudia. 
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Tunc ore nudo qualis es 
Quantusque te videbimus : 
Amabimus te jugiter, 
Te jugiter laudabimus. 

Si quos amas non deseris, 
Nostrse salutis obsidem, 
Mittas ab altis sedibus, 
Qui nos adoptet, Spiritum. 

Venture Judex seculi, 
Jesu, tibi sit gloria, 
Cum Patre, cumque Spiritu, 
In sempiiema secula. 



Hymnus 77* 



Oh Christe, qui noster poli 
PrsBCursor intras regiam, 
Quos hic jacentes respicis, 
Sursiim yoca, sursum rape. 

Ad ilia fac nos currere 
Amore casto gaudia, 
Terrena quae non mens capit, 
Quae sola perspidt fides. 

Ubi laborum prsemium 
Dat ipse se suis Deus : 
Et ut beatos expleat, 
la omnibus fit omnia. 
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Qui nos ad istam gratia 
Ducat potenti gloriam, 
Tu de supemis sedibus 
Da, Christe, nobis Spiritum. 

Qui Patris ad dextram sedes, 
Jesu, tibi sit gloria, 
Cum Patre cumque Spiritu, 
In sempitema secula. 



Hymnus 78. 



Supreme Rector coelitum, 
Qui morte deyicta potens 
Cruore signatam tuo 
Ad astra pandis semitam! 

Alto benignus e Throne 
Et Patris almi dextera 
Quos hie relinquis orphanos, 
Non intueri desinas. 

Parta tuis laboribus 
Jam tu potiris gloria: 
Nunc hora: promissum Patris 
Nunc mitte nobis Spiritum.. 

Qui Patris ad dextram sedes, 
Jesu, tibi sit gloria. 

Cum Patre, cumque Spiritu, 
In sempitema secula. 
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Hymnus 79. 

Veni, snpeme Spiritus, 
Purgata Ohristi sanguine 
Tuique terra jam capax 
Expandit arentes sinus. 

Christi petentis sethera 
Exsolve promissam fidem: 
Et nostra praesens igneo 
Munda lavacro pectora. 

Lugemus amissum Patrem : 
Te nostra tangat orbitas, 
Solare moestos; anxiis 
ISpem redde, qui solus potes. 

Olim per umbras vatibus 
Retecta paucis Veritas 
Nunc orbe toto dissitis 
Per te patescat gentibus. 

Divina jam nos unctio 
Informet omnes: hactenus 
Mutis aratam Uteris 
Inscribe legem cordibus. 

Sit laus Patri, laus Filio, 
Utrumque qui nectis, Deus 
Utrique com par, sit tibi 
Decus perenne, Spiritus. 
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HTicom 80. 

ArDOfUB; afano Spintns 
Deseendit e sura Pitzis 
.fgiisqpe fert mortalibns 
Pkooima ccui nraneia. 



Qnot proditiir muaculis 
Pnesentis adrentns Dei! 
Jam iota snblimi domus 
Repente flata personat 

Poro caducus sethere 
Candentis ad lingiuB modnm. 
In considentom veiticem 
Ignitus imber deplnit. 

Quae flamma summas allnit 
Innoxio tactu comas, 
Hsc gliscit arcanis simul 
In pectus et mentem yiis. 

Stupente turba gentium 
Linguis loquuntnr omnibus: 
Vatum crepant oracula: 
Quidquid pro^tur, ignis est 

Inter profandum, Spiritus 
In audientes irruit: 
Instructa quo passim nova 
Surgit Prophetarum seges. 
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Sit laus Patri, laus Filio, 
Par sit tibi laus, ^iritus, 
Afflante quo mentes sacris 
Lucent et anient ignibus. 



Hymnus 81. 



y 



Veni, Creator Spiritus, 
Mentes tuorum visita, 
Imple supema gratia 
Quae tu creasti pectora. 



Qui Paracletus diceris, 
^ Donum, Dei altissimi, 
Fons virus, ignis, caritas, 
£t Spiritalis unctio. 

Tu septiformis munere 
^ DextraB Dei tu digitus, 
Tu rite promissum Patris 
Sermone ditans guttura. 

Accende lumen sensibus, 
^- Infunde amorem cordibus, 
Infirma nostri corporis 
Virtute finnans perpeti. 

Hostem repellas longius, 
^ Pacemque dones protinus: 
Ductore sic te prsevio 
Yitemus omne noxium. 



Per te Miaww da Fmiml 
Noacamiu at^ne FIBbiii, 
Te utrituqw SfiiitaBL, 
Credavui omai teiapoR^ 

Hit bus Patri, lans Ulio, 
Pai lit tibi laoB, ^iritm, 
Afflante quo mentea lacm 
I.occnt et ardent ignibiu. 



IItmnus 82. 



I 



Trk sancte, ter poteos Dena! 
Incompreheiua Trinitaa ! 
Oil lux perennist propriis 
Oh tu beata gandiis! 

Ti! []cnsa circum nubila, 
T<! circum inacceBSQin jubar, 
(^uod intuB ardent angeli 
Circum trementes cemere. 

To confitetur in tuo 
EtebeB renata nomine ; 
B'irmaqne prelibat fide 
Amor qnod ambit prnmium. 

Da poue quod jubes, Pater, 
Da Mire, Fili, quod doces, 
Fao corde toto, Spiritus, 
(fot Telle quod probas bonura. 
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Pnesta, Pater piissime, 
Patrique compar unice, 
Sancto simul cum Spiritu, 
Regnans per omne seculum. 



Htmnus 83. 



Oh luce quse tua lates 
Beata semper Trinitas, 
Te confitemur, credimus, 
Pioque corde quserimus^ 

Oh sancte sanctorum Pater, 
Oh nate de Deo Deus! 
Oh caritatis vinculum, 
Jungens utrumque Spiritus ! 

Est totus in nato Pater, 
In Patre totus Filius, 
Natoque plenus ac Patre 
Inest utrique Spiritus. 

Quod Natus est, hoc Spiritus 
Hoc est uterque quod Pater: 
Tres una summa Veritas, 
Tres una summa caritas. 

jEtema Patri, gloria, 
Natoque sit cum Spiritu, 
Qui vivit et regnat Deus, 
In sseculorum secula. 

p2 
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Htmkts 84. 

QcoB in hosteSy Smle, tendis. 

Quo fuwe perotns? 
ImnM^aie quid tot udes 

Innooentes Ticdntts? 
Insequcndo quern lacesas, 

Senties mox Tindioem. 

Chnstus instat, impotentem 

Caecat, ingct, dejicit: 
Ille cedit impeianti, 

Seqne totmn subjicit, 
Insecutor ante Christi, 

Pneco Christum personat. 

Ante plenus qui minarnm 

Prseparabat yincula, 
Nunc tremens, nee jam rebellis. 

Per manus deducitur: 
Qui lupus rapax furebat, 

Nunc in agnum vertitur. 

Dura, Christe, quam potenti 
Corda versas dextera! 

Qui tuum delere nomen 
Vult tuorum sanguine, 

UniTersum mox per orbem 
Ipse claiabit suo. 
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Sit suprema laus Parenti, 

Qui cieavit omnja: 
Filioque qui redemit 

Morte nos volenci sua, 
Par et illi, cujus almo 

Confovemur Spiritu. 



Hymnus 85, 



Pastorb percusso, minas 
Spirabat et c«des lupus: 
Sparsumque yastabat gregem, 
Te, Christe, Saulus neseiens. 

Et jam catenas stringere 
Ferox parabat, jam cruces, 
Sed Oh, repente stemitur, 
Verboque perculsus ruit 

Ex hoste miles, ex lupo 
Agnus, gregi se deyovet: 
Et raptor ipse nob3i 
Raptus triumpho ducitur. 

Oh celsa cedrorum, Deus, 
Qui voce yertis culmina, 
Oh qui potenti subjicis 
Mentes superbas gratilL ; 
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To, pMtor, ufcuMft too 
Vires oTui ooDtere : 

Ad te reflecte pectora. 

Uni sit et trino Deo 
Saprema lans, smnmum decns, 
De nocte qui nos ad siue 
Lumen Tocarit gloriae. 



Hymnus 86. 



Supreme quales Arbiter 
Tibi ministros eligis! 
Tuas opes qui yilibus 
Vasis amas committere. 

Hsec nempe plena lumine 
Tu vasa frangi prsecipis: 
Lux inde magna rumpitur, 
Ceu, nube scissa, fulgur^. 

Christum sonant: yersse ruunt 
Arces superbsB Dsemonum: 
Oirciim tubis clangentibus, 
Sic versa quondam moenia. 

Fac, Christe^ coelestes tubae 
Somno graves nos excitent; 
Aocensa de te lumina 
Pellant tenebras mentium. 
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Uni sit et trino Deo 
Suprema laus, summum decus, 
De nocte qui uos ad stue 
Lumen vocayit gloiise. 



Hymnus 87« 

CcELESTis aulae principes, 
Sacri duces exercitus, 
Bissena mundi lumina, 
Olim iiituri judices; 

Mersis gravi caligine 
Per vos dies renascitur: 
Quos vanus error luserat, 
Illustrat alma yeritas. 

Non VI, nee armis militum, 
Fandi nee ullis artibus, 
Verbo sed imsas crucis 
ChristO rebelles subditis. 

Vulgata terris omnibus 
Per vos Dei mjsteria : 
Sic vestra terris omnibus 
Prseclata facta personant. 

Uni sit et trino Deb 
Suprema laus, summum decus, 
De nocte qui nos ad susb 
Lumen rocavit glorise. 
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Hymnus 88. 

QuEM misit in terras Deus^ 
Ut morte nos servet sua, 
Amoris hie fidos siti 
Vos eligit vicarios. 

Occisus agnus a Inpis 
Vos misit agnos ad lupos: 
Mores ferinos exuunt, 
Agni repente de lupis. 

Quae yictimamm ctedibus 
Tellus madebat impiis, 
Yestris earn sudoribus 
Yestro piastis sanguine. 

Hoc rore facta pinguior 
Quot ilia fructus protulit! 
Quae, quanta surrexit seges! 
Et ista nos seges sumus. 

Quam si bonus respexeris. 
Qui das rigatis crescere, 
Frumenta nos coelestibus 
Matura condes horreis. 

Uni sit et trino Deo 
Suprema laus, summum decus, 
De nocte qui nos ad suae 
Lumen yocavit glorise. 
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Hymnits 89. 

PuLSUM supemis sedibus, 
Umbiis tot annos obsitum, 
Ccelestis ignarum vise, 
Errabat humanum genus. 

Coelestis en Rex curisd, 
Ut monstret ad coelum viam 
Secumque ducat exules, 
Se sponte fecit exulem. 

Se deriis prsebet ducem, 
Vires dat ambulantibus : 
£st ipse qua ducit yia. 
Quo ducit, ipse terminus. 

Deus, suprema Veritas, 
Umbrata yelo corporis, 
Puris yidenda mentibus 
Lustra tuo nos lumine. 

Mundo redemptor qui venis, 
Fili, tibi laus maxima, 
Cum Patre, nee tibi minor 
Laus, utriusque Spiritus. 
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Hymxus 90. 

Hjec ilia solemnis diet. 
Dies salatis nontia, 
Qua misga terns tristibns 
Venere coelo gaudia. 

L'niuB omnes crimine 
Casu grrari lapri soinas: 
Ut ipse lapsos erigat, 
Dcscendit in terras Deus. 

Qui Patris setemo sina 
iEtema proles nascitur, 
Obnoxius fit tempori 
Sinum nee horret Virginis^ 

Mortale corpus induit, 
Orbi piando victimam, 
lit innocenti sanguine 
Scclus nocentum diluat. 

Qui cuncta complet numine 
Nostros se in artus colligit: 
Vt nos reducat ad Deum, 
Vm ipse nobiscum Deus. 

Mundo redemptor qui venis, 
Fili, tibi laus maxima, 
Cum Patre, nee tibi minor 
I>i\us, utriusque Spiritus. 
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Hymnus 91. 

SiNiE sub alto vertice 
Coelo tonante, lex data: 
Inter tubas et fulgura 
PraDsens minabatur Deus. 

Nunc temperato numine 
Per vela camis blandius 
Amat videri, languidis 
Se lumen aptans sensibus. 

Insculpta saxo lex vetus 
Prsecepta, non vires dabat: 
Inscripta cordi lex noya 
Dat posse quidquid imperat. 

Scripsistis banc Ma manu, 
Hanc voce, voci consonis 
Hanc prsedic^tis moribus, 
Sign&stis banc et sanguine. 

Afflante Diro Spiritu 
Quae verba vitae traditis, 
Hsec ille nostris imprimat 
Delenda nunquam cordibus. 

Sit laus Patri, laus Filio, 
Qui nos, triumpbata nece, 
Ad astra secum dux vocat, 
Compar tibi laus, Spiritus. 
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Hymnts 92. 

CuRTSTi perennes nuntii, 
Retecta qui coelestibus 
Scriptis Dei mysteria 
Totum per orbem spargitis. 

Olim sub umbris condita 
Yates sacri quse yiderant, 
Umbris procul cedentibus, 
Vidistis hsBC pleno die. 

Humana quse tulit Deus, 
Diyina quao gessit Homo, 
Seris legenda posteris 
Dictante scripsistis Deo. 

Loeo remotos, tempore 
Vos rexit idem Spiritus; 
Vestris adhuc in paginis 
Nobis loqui non desinit. 

Sit laus Patri, laus Filio, 
Qui nos, triumphata nece, 
Ad astra secum dux vocat, 
Compar tibi laus Spiritus. 



HYMNI BCCLE8U8TICI. 221 



Hymnus 93. 

pRfiDicTA Ghristi mors adest, 
At Yos timori parcite : 
Nil inde, nil caros pius 
Remittet in fratres amor. 

Durate fortes : irritos 
Mundi tumultus spemite: 
Deo Yolente, turbini 
Serena succedet dies. 

Coeli perenne gaudium 
Solabitur luctus breYes: 
BreYem triumphum seculi 
^temus obruet dolor. 

Qui came frater in suo 
Mortem peremit corpore, 
DiYinitatis yos suaB 
Dignabitur consortio. 

Da, Christe, nos tecum mori. 
Tecum simul da surgere: 
Terrena da contemnere, 
Amare da coelestia. 

Sit laus Patri, laus Filio, 
Qui nos, triumphata nece, 
Ad astra secum dux Y<x^t; 
Compar tibi laus, Spiritus. 
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Dcif morte xictor obntia 
Ab bdais Ctnstus redit, 
Vos paogimns, dine necis 
Vitaeqve testes redditap. 

Vobis datum prae ceteris 
Latus magistri cingere; 

Vobis futime sedolus 
Arcana credit gloris. 

At iQe priyatim suae 
Dam nnntiat probram necis. 
Cor horret homanus ninus 
Qui dedpit sensos, amor? 

Oportoit Christum pati. 
Qui postea resurgeret: 
Illinc homo verus patet, 
Hinc se probat vere Deum. 

lUos magister qui doces 
Tu, Christe, tu nos erudi : 
Si quid latet, tu detege, 
A mare da quod jam patet. 

Sit laus Patri, laus Filio, 
Qui nos, triumphata nece, 
Ad astra secum dux vocat ; 
Compar tibi laus, Spiritus. 



HYMNI BCCLESIA8TICI. 



Hymnus 95. 

Natus parenti redditus 
Non Tos amicos deseret : 
Sub imbre lapsum flammeo 
Infimdet in vos spiritum. 

Hausto repleti numine, 
Terras in omnes liberi 
Christum tubis coelestibus 
Christum Deum vulgabitis, 

Non jam tenebit amplius 
Formido mortis abditos: 
Aperta non euntibus 
Addent moras pericula. 

Vos ante Reges fortiter 
Spernetis armatas neces: 
Hsec nempe pro Christo mori 
Suprema vobis gloria. 

Orate firma sit Fides, 
Et certa se Spes erigat, 
Illapsa vestris cordibus 
Pellat timorem Caritas. 

Sit laus Patri, laus Filio, 
Qui nos, triumphata nece, ' 
Ad astra secum dux vocat ; 
Compar tibi laus, Spiritus. 
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Hymnus 96. 

Christe, qui sedes Oljmpo, 
Par Deo Patri Deus, 

Quern tremiscunt intuendo 
Puriores Spiritus, 

Da choris junctos supemis 
Ore puro psallere. 

Inter omnes fulguranti 
Ense victor emicat, 

Qui draconis insolentem 
Contudit ferociam, 

De polo trusit rebellem 
In profunda Tartara. 

Tu decore yincis omnes, 
Alitum pulcherrime, 

Assides Deo propinquus, 
Consili tu particeps; 

Astra claudis et recludis, 
Nosque sistis Judici. 

Te tremendo poscat aeger 
Mortis in luctamine, 

Advolantis efiScacem 
Sentiet pnesentiam: 

Corporis vinclis solutum 
Mox ad astsra transferes. 
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Sit suprema laus Parenti, 

Qui creavit omnia: 
Filioque qui redemit 

Morte nos volens sua; 
Par et illi, cujus almo 

Confovemur halitu. 
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Spousa Christi, quae per orbem 

Militas, Ecclesia, 
Prome cantus, et sacratos 

Die triumplios coelititm. 

Hsec dies <nmctus dicata 

Mixta coeli gaudiis, 
Lseta currat, et solemni, 

Persoiiet melodia. 

Laureatum ducit agmen, 

Natus ille Virgine, 
Morte qui sua redemit, 

Morte nos ab ultima. 

Mox sequuntur Angelorum, 

Administri Spiritus, 
Siderumque conditori 

Mille laudes concinunt. 
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Principes sacri senatus, 
Orbis almi judices, 

Sedibus sedent sublimes, 
Facta pendent omnium. 

Prodigi yitae, cruore 
Purpurati Martjres, 

Auspicati morte yitam 
Pace gaudent perpeti. 

Turba sacra confidentum 
Cum Levitis prsesules, 

Seculi luxu rejecto 
Perfruuntur gloria. 

Omnibus sors beec beata, 
Gloriam Deo dare : - 

Ter potentem confiteri, 
Terque sanctum dicere. 

Coelites, Oh vos beati, 
Quos Deus felicitat: 

Pace nostris in diebus 
Det Deus nos perfirui; 

Nos Deo cum sanctitate 
Serviamus subditi: 

Glorisd posthac futuri 
Quam tenetis, compotes. 
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Hymnus 98, 

Jesu, Sacerdotum Decus, 
In hac die, qua gloria 
Sanctum coronas Prsesulem, 
Yotis adesto supplicum. 

Sui probatus praBmium 
Amoris, et pignus tui, 
A Patre traditos tibi 
Accepit agnos pascere. 

Hos noyit, et prasit Tocans 
In tuta quemque pascua: 
Victumque praebet: audiunt, 
Sequuntur et vivunt oves. 

Quam sentit errantem jugis, 
Hanc nocte quserit et die: 
Et gaudet inventam suo 
Portans ovili reddere. 

Arcet frementes bestias, 
Lupi retundit impetus, 
Dolosque fallit, vel mori 
Caro paratus pro grege. 

Supreme Christe Pontifex, 
Jugis tibi sit gloria, 
Cum Patre, cumque Spiritu, 
In sempitema secula. 
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HYiofus 99. 

SuMMi pnsillus grex Patris, 
Timore mentem solvite: 
Sui patemus vos amor 
Vult esse regni compotes. 

En regnat inter coelites 
Qui vixit olim seculo 
Ignotus, exosus sibi. 
Qui pauper, et sciens pati. 

Angusta poenitentise 
Ingressus, et yiam crucis, 
Per dura Christum prselia, 
Per damna non timet sequi. 

Camem terit jejuniis, 
Linguam domat silentio, 
In pauperum, parens sibi, 
Abscondit et spargit sinu. 

Sapore verbi pascitur, 
Totoque legem pectore 
Scrutatus, orat perrigil, 
Mens celsa versatur polo. 

Hac surgit ad coelum via, 
Et nos eadem, da Pater, 
Da Nate, da cum Spiritu, 
Ad te venire semita. 
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Hymnus 100. 

NoN parta solo sanguine 
Omat beatos purpura: 
Sunt incruenta, quae suos 
Habent triumphos, praslia. 

Non iste flammas, non cnices 
Non sensit unctos pectines; 
Crudelis, et durus sibi 
Se morte lenta conficit 

Si lictor iUi defiiit, 
Si yincla, fiistes, ungulas, 
Parata pro Christo mori 
Hoc supplet omne caritas. 

Corpus subegit castitas, 
Et liberam mentem fides, 
Amor supemis ignibus 
Totam litayit hostiam. 

Venis apertis omnibus, 
Qui vellet ultro erumpere, 
Fraudatus optata yia. 
It fusus in fletum cruor. 

Da, Christe, sic nos yiyere, 
Discamus ut semper mori: 
Da post brevis vitae dies 
Vitae perennis gaudia. 
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Sterne tu Verbi Pater, 
Sterne Fill par Patri, 
Et par utrique Spiritus, 
Tibi, Deus, sit gloria. 



Hymnus 101. 



Qui te, Deus, sub intimo 
Amans recepit pectore, 
Non ille terras amplius 
Suspirat, oblitus sui. 

Quid ergo gaudes nectere 
Tristes moras amantibus: 
Terris retardas exules 
Gives polo quos destinas? 

Hinc fervet in dies amor, 
In Yota toti diffluunt: 
Ad astra festinantibus 
Fit poena yita longior. 

Vix iste tardi corporis 
Pondus molestum sustinet 
Pra3 mortis occupat diem, 
Ardens Deo se jimgere. 

Sterne tu Verbi Pater, 
Sterne Fili par Patri, 
£t par utrique Spiritus, 
Tibi, Deus, sit gloria. 
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Hymnus 102. 

Oh Virgo, pectus cui sacrum 
Amoris expers improbi 
Intus suis ardoribus 
Sanctus perussit Spiritus. 

Non te Toluptas dulcibus 
Fallax yencnis molliit: 
Solas amantem persequi 
CkBlestis agni nuptias. 

Sic ille natus Yirgine 
Suo decore ceperat, 
Ut ejus ardens ignibus 
Mundana cuncta temneres. 

Beata cui nunc, coelitum 
Inter canentium choros 
CkBlo licet perennibus 
Sponsi potiri gaudiis. 

iEteme sponse Virginum, 

Jesu, tibi sit gloria, 

Cum Patre, cumque Spiritu, 

In sempitema secula. 
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Hymnus 103. 

Ardet Deo quae foemina, 
Latere frustra cogitat; 
Quot indigos haec subleyat. 
Tot proditur praeconibus. 

Prodesse qtuerit omnibus 
Guris honestis anxia: 
Patrona custos Yiiginum, 
Secunda mater orphanis. 

Pannis latentem yilibus 
Christum fovebat hospitem, 
Quas dura subtraxit sibi 
Opes refundit prodiga. 

Pacem domi, paeem foris, 
Alto colit silentio : 
Lites amat componere, 
Ut una mens sit omnibus. 

iEteme tu Verbi Pater, 
Sterne Fili par Patri, 
Et par utrique Spiritus, 
Tibi, Deus, sit gloria. 
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Hymnus 304. 



Oh jam beata, quae suo 
Tandem soluta corpore, 
Vinclis perennioribus 
Uni Deo conjungitur ! 

Per quos gradus coelum petit, 
Hac ire tos omnes jubet, 
JimctaB jugali vinculo, 
Et TOS solutas conjuges. 

Insignis et nos foBminsB 
Sequi decet restigia, 
Magnum rel ipsis quae fuit 
Virtutis exemplum viris. 

Queis arsit ilia, fac, Deus, 
Flagremus et nos ignibus: 
Eoque quo te yis coli, 
Amore fac mens te colat. 

iEteme tu Verbi Pater, 
iEteme Fili, par Patri, 
Et par utrique Spiritus, 
Tibi, Deus, sit gloria. 
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Hymmjs 105. 

Urbs Jerusalem beata 

Dicta pacis visio, 
Qrue construitur in coelis 

Viyis ex lapidibus, 
£t oyantum coronata 

Angelorum agmine! 

Nora Teniens e coilo 

Nuptiali thalamo, 
Pneparata ut sponsata 

Copuletur Domino; 
Platese et muri ejus 

Ex auro purissimo. 

PortsB nitent margaritis, 

Adjtis patentibus : 
Et virtute meritorum 

niuc introducitur, 
Omnis qui ob Christi nomen 

Hie in mundo premitur. 

Tunsionibus, pressuris, 

Expoliti lapides, 
Suis coaptantur locis 

Per manus artificis, 
Disponuntur permansuri 

Sacris sedificiis. 
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Sit perennis laus Parenti, 

Sit perennis Filio, 
Laus tibi, qui nectis ambos 

Sit perennis, Spiritus : 
Chrisma cujus nos inungens 

Viva templa consecrat. 



Hymnus 106. 



Anoularis fundamentum 
Lapis Christus missus est, 

Qui parietum compage 
In utroque nectitur : 

Quern Sion sancta suscepit, 
In quo credens permanet. 

Omnis ilia Deo sacra 

Et dilecta civitas, 
Plena modulis in laude 

Et canore jubilo : 
Trinum Deum unicumque 

Cum fervore prsedicat. 

Hoc in templo, summe Deus, 

Exoratus adyeni, 
Et dementi bonitate 

Precum vota suscipe: 
Largam benedictionem 

Hie infunde jugiter. 
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Hie pramereantar omnes 
£t petita acquirere, 

£t adepta possidere 

Cum Sanctis perenniter : 

Paradisnm introire 
Translati in requiem. 

Sit perennis laus Parenti 
Sit perennis Filio: 

Laus tibi, qui nectis ambos 
Sit perennis, Spiritus, 

Chrisma cujus nos inimgens 
Yiya templa consecrat. 
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Dies irae, dies ilia, 
Crucis expandens vexilla, 
Solvet seclum in iavilla. 

Quantus tremor est futurus, 
Quando Judex est venturus, 
Cuncta stricte discussurus! 

Tuba mirum spargens sonum, 
Per sepulcra regionum, 
Coget omnes ante Thronum. 

Mors stupebit et natura, 
Cum resurget creatura, 
Judicanti resppnsura. 
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Liber scriptus proferetur, 
In quo totum continetur, 
Unde mundus judicetur. 

Judex ergo cum sedebit, 
Quidquid latet apparebit, 
Nil inultum remanebit. 

Quid sum miser tum dicturus, 
Quern patronum rogaturus, 
Cum yix Justus sit securus? 

Rex tremendse majestatis. 
Qui salvandos salvas gratis, 
Solve me, fons pietatis. 

Recordare, Jesu pie, 
Quod sum causa tuas vise, 
Ne me perdas ilia die. 

QuaBrens me, sedisti lassus, 
Redemisti, crucem passus, 
Tantus labor ne sit cassus. 

Juste Judex ultionis, 
Donum fac remissionis. 
Ante diem rationis. 

Ingemisco, tanquam reus, 
Culpa rubet yultus meus, 
Supplicanti parce, Deus. 
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Peccatricem absolyisti, 
£t latronem audiyisti, 
Mihi quoque spem dedistL 

Preces meae non sunt dignee, 
Sed tu bonus fac benigne, 
Ne perenni cremer igne. 

Inter ores locum prsesta, 
£t ab hoedis me sequestra, 
Statuens in parte dextra. 

Confutatis maledictis, 
Flammis acribus addictis, 
Yoca me cum benedictis. 

Oro supplex et acclinis, 
Cor contritum quasi cinis, 
Gere curam mei finis. 

Lacrjmosa dies ilia, 
Qua resurget ex fayilla, 
Judicandus homo reus, 

Huic ergo parce, Deus! 
Pie Jesu, Domine, 
Dona eis requiem. 
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Htmnus 108. 



Tb Deum Patrem colimus, 
Te laudibus prosequimur : 
Qui corpus cibo reficis, 
Coelesti mentem gratia. 

Te adoramus, oh Jesu, 
Te Fili unigenite, 
Te qui non dedignatus es 
Subire claustra yirginis. 

Actus in crucem, factus es 
Irato Deo Victima: 
Per te, Salvator unice, 
Vitae spes nobis rediit. 

Tibi, Sterne Spiritus, 
Cujus afflatu peperit 
Infantem Deum Maria, 
Sternum benedicimus. 

Triune Deus, hominum 
Salutis auctor optime, 
Immensum hoc mjsterium 
Ovante lingua canimus. 
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